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January 3, early afternoon

It feels great to get back to my apartment after the holiday trip to see the family. The semester won't start for two more weeks, so the campus is quiet right now, which I really like, and I'm really enjoying the thought of some completely unscheduled "me" time. The only thing I have to do is get started on my paper for Human Anatomy and Physiology, since the preview syllabus specified that all students would have to write a detailed overview of an organ system of their choosing. I decided to do the respiratory system, since I've always been an exercise enthusiast, and I love the calming meditation of deep breathing, especially when I run.

January 3, late

I saw Kayla! We haven't seen each other since graduation last June, even though we ended up going to the same university. But it's a big school, and spread out. She decided to come back from her holiday early too, drove by, saw my car, and called me.

Next thing I know, I'm headed over to her place to hang out and order some delivery food. When I get there, she answers the door barefoot in a tight black t-shirt and black jeans, big retro eyeglasses, and her thick dark hair is much longer than she wore it in high school except for a very stylish straight bang, which she never had before. And she looked at least 10 pounds thinner than when I saw her last. Noticeably paler too.

She gave me a big hug, even though we travelled in different circles and we never really spent much time together in high school, but we always got along really well when we ran into each other, and it was a fun blast from the past to see her again in a completely different place. I remembered the Estée Lauder perfume she was wearing, but I also instantly smelled something else that surprised me...toxic, burned, vaguely caustic...cigarette smoke?! And then a little drift of smoke slipped past the door, and I looked inside and instantly noticed a long white cigarette burning in a large glass ashtray on the coffee table, which had numerous spent butts in it, each with a ring of lipstick the same shade of pink that Kayla was wearing, and an open pack of cigarettes and fancy gold lighter next to it on the table. A haze hung in her apartment. I couldn't believe it. None of my friends in high school smoked, and I never imagined Kayla smoking, but it was obvious that she's a smoker now.

For a fraction of a second, I was a little scared to go into her apartment, for fear of my second hand smoke exposure, but I was so intrigued to see how much she seemed to have changed since last summer, and since I didn't want to be a jerk about it, I decided to brave a little of her personal air pollution for the sake of catching up.

She apologized when she saw that I'd noticed that she was smoking, and I told her that it was OK, and that I was just surprised. Shocked, actually. But I didn't want to come off like a total geek, so did my best to play it cool. She said she started smoking about a month after she got to college, because she wanted to try something new, and because she thought that it might give her a new, more sophisticated image. And she said that she really enjoys smoking, and she smokes all the time now.

It was really weird to hang out with her all night and to watch her smoke one cigarette after another every twenty to thirty minutes or so. She's obviously a serious, committed smoker. She smokes very deliberately and gracefully, taking long drags, snapping big balls of smoke and holding it in deep in her lungs, and then exhaling long thick white plumes slowly through playfully pursed lips. She smokes these really long Virginia Slims 120s in a gold and white pack, and she holds her cigarette up right next to her face between her French manicured fingertips like a little smoldering magic wand that commands your attention.

Part of me couldn't help but be taken with the dramatic visual impact of watching Kayla smoke her long fashion cigarettes, while I tried to reconcile my memories of the non-smoking "before" of her in high school with the smoking "after" of her now. Even though the smell is horrible, I have to admit that she looks really poised and worldly smoking, not completely unlike the girl I remember, but dialed way up. Could starting to smoke really do that for someone?

But another part of me was horrified by the thoughts that couldn't help but keep popping up in my head.

Lungs. I thought of her lungs. Poor, poor lungs. I pictured Kayla's lungs inside her chest, beneath her tight black t-shirt, beneath her breasts, beneath her ribcage. After a few months of increasingly heavy smoking, I imagined her lungs just starting to get a slight patina of yellow–brown tar particulates coating her airways. Like any smoker, Kayla has repeatedly paralyzed her respiratory cilia at this point by deeply inhaling cigarette smoke over and over again, and there are places in her lungs where cellular changes are probably already taking place. Dangerous cellular changes.

Thinking about this and writing about it makes me feel very unsettled. For some reason, I've just never been exposed to anyone I knew that well and spent time with regularly who smoked. But seeing Kayla smoke, and seeing how much she's changed, and given our history, I feel like I'm starting to think about smoking for the first time beyond what I've always thought – that it was something that I knew I wanted to avoid and had no interest in. It was just a reflexive given for me.

Part of me is programmed to believe that she must have somehow gotten trapped into smoking. But that doesn't seem reasonable to me. Kayla must have wanted to smoke before she started smoking. But why?! Why would anyone want to deliberately hurt their bodies by forcing cigarette smoke into it?!!!

January 4, early

I had this really intense dream, and I can't sleep now.

I dreamt that Kayla and I were together in this dark room, standing, facing each other a few feet apart. She was naked and her body was translucent and glowing, and I could see all the way through her, including all of the internal structures of her body. Then she lit up a cigarette, and I watched her take drag after drag, and after every one, I'd watch her part her lips, and snap inhale a big ball of glowing yellow–brown cigarette smoke down her throat and deep into her airways, spreading throughout her lungs, until I watched it rush back up out of her chest as she exhaled the luminescent toxic cloud right into my face.

And then Kayla moved close to me and extended the yellow–brown glowing stained filter of her lit cigarette toward my mouth and said, "C'mon...take a drag Baby...kill yourself..."

I looked down at her chest and saw that her entire respiratory tract was outlined perfectly with glowing yellow–brown carcinogenic residue.

I woke up freaked out and feeling very restless.

And my hair still reeks of the Virginia Slims tar that's deep inside Kayla's lungs.

January 4, afternoon

So after surfing the early, early news programs on cable, the sun was finally starting to come up, and I decided to go for a run to clear my head. I was feeling sleep-deprived but wired, and thought that a little cardio and some fresh air would do me good.

What I immediately noticed after I was out a few minutes was that my chest felt tight, and I knew that it probably had to do with all the toxic gas that Kayla spewed like a smokestack into the air that I breathed for several hours last night. The carbon monoxide levels in my bloodstream were probably elevated, and my airways were probably a little inflamed and swollen. Kayla's cigarette smoking had poisoned me a little.

The more I ran, the better I felt. I could actually feel my lungs slowly opening and blossoming as they repeatedly filled with the oxygen-rich crisp dry clean air that my body craved. I was giving my body everything it needed to feel strong and healthy, and I felt really good about that.

When I got back home, I opened my door and was startled to discover that I smelled cigarette smoke. It was on the coat that I wore last night that I left hanging on the back of my apartment door. I'll probably have to get it dry cleaned!

I took a shower and shampooed my hair, and after I toweled off, I was feeling very relaxed. I grabbed one of the books on the lungs from the stack that I checked out of the library, and curled up on the couch to start reading it. I was most of the way through the morphology section when I drifted off to sleep. I had this dream where I imagined that I was an oxygen molecule passing from the mouth down through the pharynx and larynx, down the trachea, deep through the bronchial tree, all the way to a single tiny fragile alveolar sac, where I pass into minute capillaries to be absorbed by a red blood cell that will take me to the furthest reaches of the body's tissues, where a cell that needs me will absorb me.

Such a delicate balance. Such intricate structure. Lungs are beautiful soft sensitive glistening things. Lungs are life.

"Yes, and some of us really like to repeatedly suck them full of carcinogenic filth." Kayla stepped out in front of the lecture room screen in my mind, laughing out little residual bursts of deadly Virginia Slims smoke that she just put deep within the most essential organ system in her body.

I awoke with a start, and for a second had no idea where I was. My heart was racing and I had this strange feeling like I'd just escaped some sort of a close call. It was actually kind of exciting in a weird way, but very disorienting.

I'd just made some tea and was sitting down to wake up and mellow out when my phone rang. It was Kayla, and she was wondering if I wanted to come over and watch a movie tonight. It was so totally surreal to be talking to her after having the dreams about her that I'd had, one not a half an hour ago. After a moment of internally shifting gears, her invitation registered. I thought of the tightness in my chest earlier, and then thought that I could always go for another "clean out" run tomorrow. Besides, my coat already reeks of cigarette smoke. Might as well get my money's worth at the dry cleaners.

I also think that I have some sort of a weird, morbid, totally unexpected curiosity about observing Kayla smoking, almost as if she were like of a lab specimen to be studied.

So I accepted.

I listened to her inhale sharply, and then with her lungs and throat brimming with cigarette smoke, her voice was husky as she said "Cool, see you tonight," and then I heard her exhale right into the phone as she was hanging up.

January 5, really late / really early

Just got home from Kayla's. She wore red silk pajamas and a purple silk robe, and looked like a Diva. The movie we watched was "The Cook, The Thief, His Wife, & Her Lover", and we polished off two bottles of Pinot Grigio.

We sat in the living room, and she sat turned towards me in a chair slightly in front of the couch where I was sitting. She's a huge Peter Greenaway fan, and this was a particular favorite of hers, so she gave the film her full attention, except for the few moments where she'd whisper some detail about the script or about a certain shot or actor to me, which means that I just happened to have a perfect candid profile view of her reacting to the movie, and also of her smoking, which she did almost constantly. The lights in the room were off except for the TV, and every last wisp of Virginia Slims smoke was perfectly highlighted and visible to me.

Over and over again.

I watched Kayla light up extra long slim cigarette after extra long slim cigarette, always taking cheek-hollowing, deliberate drags that made the tip glow bright orange and advance steadily toward the filter. I watched Kayla part her lips and snap a thick drag down her throat. I watched her breasts rise and her chest expand as cigarette smoke rushed deep into her lungs. I watched her hold the toxic vapor in her airways for a few seconds, her breasts heaved out and still, and then I watched her slowly exhale the cloud of poison out into the room as her breasts fell and her chest contracted. An intelligent, attractive, willing test animal for self-inflicted lung damage.

Over and over again.

And each time Kayla sucked a little more tar and nicotine and carbon monoxide into her airways, I realized that she'd probably just ruptured a few more alveoli, and she'd probably just deposited enough tar in a few spots in her airways to cause precancerous metaplasia. She'd just erased a little of her life. And yet she smokes her Virginia Slims 120s with such abandon, as if repeatedly filling her precious lungs with a concentrated cloud of industrial waste gasses was the coolest and most natural thing in the world.

Over and over again.

I watched Kayla smoking and dying, and it fascinated me as much as it frightened me.

And I found that once I got used to breathing the haze of toxins all around me that glowed in the light from the TV, I was actually almost starting to like the smell of Kayla's Virginia Slims smoke. It still smelled harsh and foul, but there was this one sickly-sweet chemical aroma that I started to notice that was almost pleasing, if only I could get over the urge to choke.

So if it's hard to breathe diluted, how could anyone make themselves be able to deeply inhale cigarette smoke? Choking is our natural reaction to breathing air that is dirty, and to smoke, you have to be able to overcome your lungs' built-in protection mechanisms and clear cut warnings that you shouldn't be breathing what you're trying to breathe.

Sounds like smoking is both kind of sadistic and kind of masochistic to me.

January 5, afternoon

Long day yesterday, so I slept in. Woke up coughing and with a headache. Skipped my run.

Had another dream about Kayla. No surprise there, I guess. Although this dream was even more intense than the last, but I was able to stay asleep and in the dream this time for much longer, or so it seemed. I was standing at the foot of her bed, and she was sitting up against a pile of pillows in front of her headboard, wearing only a bra and panties. She was looking right at me as she snapped her gold plated lighter to life and lit up one of her glamour-length cancer sticks, and as she smoked with carefree devotion, her face lit up with a smug little smile and an evil glint in her eyes. And every time she'd inhale another drag, I heard this faint pathetic crying sound coming from inside her chest, and it seemed to amuse her immensely. It was as if her lungs were begging her to stop abusing them, and her head was getting off on hearing it and continuing to smoke anyway.

And right before she took every drag, she'd whisper "Look at me, I'm killing myself..."

I was horrified, but couldn't stop starring at her and listening to the muffled shrieking coming from inside her chest.


Kayla's Lungs, Part 2

January 5, late

I'm starting to get more than a little freaked out.

Why am I suddenly obsessing about something that I've essentially never given any thought to before?

Why this sudden intense fixation on smoking? Is there something wrong with me?

Is there something wrong with somehow liking and enjoying that I have this intense fixation?

I'm feeling unsettled and strangely excited...

Kayla had plans out of town tonight. Her Ex, who she's still friends with, got tickets to see The Raconteurs. I'm really looking forward to our next get together, because I'm really looking forward to her telling me all about the show while she dramatically waves her fuming cancer stick around and repeatedly sucks thick long killer drags of Virginia Slims 120s smoke and saturates her defenseless lungs with them.

Am I sick to want to watch someone destroy themselves slowly from the inside out with cigarettes? Does that make me some kind of accomplice?

I spent the evening surfing anti-smoking commercials from all over the world on YouTube. A few I'd seen. Many I hadn't. And regardless of the time when each was produced, or the region of the world that it came from, it seemed that just about all of them were freakishly condescending in one way or another.

One PSA really stood out to me because of the way that it just grabbed the obvious and managed to turn it into browbeating and shaming. Over footage of a lung shaped sponge soaked in sticky dark brown tar this very grim Australian narrator droned: "Lungs are like sponges, designed to soak up air. But some people use their lungs to soak up cigarette smoke."

Anyone who has ever seen a cigarette butt and looked at the tar staining the filter intuitively knows that if you inhale cigarette smoke into your respiratory tract, anything the smoke comes in contact with will eventually become stained with tar just like the filter of a smoked cigarette. To smoke is to deliberately soil your body.

What sort of people people use their lungs to soak up cigarette smoke? Bad people. Very bad people. People who have gone over to the Dark Side of the Force. People who make a show of giving themselves lung cancer. People who make a show of giving themselves emphysema. People who make a show of giving themselves a heart attack. People who make a show of killing themselves. And these people knew what they were doing the first time they took a drag and coughed violently when they tried to inhale it. But they kept trying and getting sick until they abused their bodies into submission and could manage the trick of being able to use their lungs to soak up cigarette smoke whenever they felt like putting on a show for themselves, or for anyone who might be watching them. All suicides are narcissistic, but smoking is a special kind of deadly head trip that the smoker can savor again and again and again...

Smoking has been thoroughly demonized, so to smoke is to demonize yourself. Very dramatic. Very anti-authoritarian. Very self-centered.

It's all about you Baby. You and your toxic haze. You and your weak little brown rotting lungs, and the liberation of Badness that they represent when you make them that way.

January 6, late morning

Got up at a decent hour today and dragged my lazy butt out for a run. The air was very cool, although not hazardous for runners like it can be when it's freezing, but until I started to get my heart rate up, it was cold enough to send a deep chill throughout my chest. Such a curious sensation. I had this sense of both fragility and strength within my lungs, and I knew that they would adapt to to the cold. They would do what I wanted them to do.

As I ran, I thought about the latest installment of the Kayla smoking soap opera playing itself out within my subconscious from the night before.

I dreamt that Kayla was seated in an examination room wearing only a hospital gown facing a panel shaped device in front of her chest with numerous leads attached to her head, torso, and limbs attached to wires feeding data into a bank of ports directly below the panel shaped device. A well dressed attractive female technician in a white lab coat watched several monitors in an adjoining room, and both the technician and Kayla were facing each other through a large window. The technician adjusted a few settings and brought up a composite video image from two different sources, and once the registration was right, began recording.

Through the open intercom system, the technician smiled and said, "O.K. Kayla, you're welcome to light up whenever you're ready."

On the central largest monitor in the technician's array, HD video of Kayla bringing a Virginia Slims 120 to her lips and lighting it was superimposed with HD scanning tomography video of the interior of her chest cavity, allowing for an assessment of not only how healthy her lungs are, but of how deeply she penetrates them when she smokes. The juxtaposition of the two images has proven invaluable for getting the total picture of what a smoker looks like inside and out when she drags, inhales, and exhales cigarette smoke.

The clinic was located within Virginia Slims corporate headquarters, and Kayla had volunteered to be a test subject from the "Newly Initiated" demographic.

After watching the data for Kayla's first six drags, the technician couldn't help but smile, which Kayla saw and encouraged her to take even longer drags, to inhale them even deeper, and to hold them even longer.

After all of the leads had been removed and she'd changed back into her low riders, boots, and tank top, Kayla grabbed her purse and biker jacket and joined the technician in another room with a large video monitor and comfortable chairs, each with an ashtray on a small table next to it. The technician had just lit up a Virginia Slims 120 of her own. Printouts of various physiologic and metabolic readings of what was happening inside Kayla's body while she smoked sat in an open folder on the technician's lap, and she gestured for Kayla to sit next to her.

"Wow. For someone who's only been smoking for a few months, your smoke inhalation and retention scores are impressive! You're doing real damage with every drag Kayla, and you're well on your way to killing yourself! It's such an exciting time in a young woman's life, when she decides to start down the dark path of cigarette smoking. And I can tell that you just love it!"

Kayla laughed and blushed and nodded yes enthusiastically.

"You've got to see your video file; just beautiful!"

The technician dimmed the lights and clicked a button on a small remote control that she had in her pocket. Kayla pulled her Virginia Slims 120s and lighter out of her purse and lit up, just as she was watching herself light up larger than life on the screen in front of her. As Kayla watched herself smoke, she mirrored it live, and couldn't take her eyes off of the sight of actually watching the smoke rush deep into her lungs. She was so excited and proud to both see and feel Virginia Slims smoke spreading throughout her entire bronchial tree. What an accomplishment!

When the video was over, the lights came up to poisonous drifting clouds of smoke, and a very contented look on Kayla's face.

"As for damage – again, you're off to an impressive start. You have the persistent ciliary paralysis and precancerous airway leukoplakia of someone who has smoked twice as long, probably because you consistently inhale bigger drags of cigarette smoke deeper into your lungs than most women your age. We'll check you again next year, and I'm betting that if you keep this up, we'll be starting to see some exciting scary permanent changes to your lungs!"

The technician walked Kayla to the reception area, and reached behind the desk to retrieve a large tote bag emblazoned with the Virginia Slims logo. Inside it was 10 cartons of Virginia Slims 120s and a very elegant refillable butane lighter, which she handed to Kayla. The technician reached out and stroked Kayla's hair in a very maternal way, and then placed her hands on either side of Kayla's chest in an arm's length hug that allowed her to feel Kayla's newly damaged lungs expand and contract inside her ribcage.

"Kayla, from all of us at Virginia Slims, thank you so much for giving your body to us."

"You're welcome...and thank you for all of this exciting dangerous pleasure! See you next year!"

The technician smiled, waved, and reached into her lab coat pocket to retrieve her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and lighter, and thought to herself "I can't wait to see what happens to this girl" as she lit up and headed back to the video room to watch Kayla enthusiastically destroy her lungs again in exquisite clinical detail.

As I ran, I found that the more I thought about visualizing the damage that Kayla was doing to her lungs with every wanton depraved drag, the more I wanted to push myself, and I was completely out of breath and physically spent when I finished what turned into a sprint home. My lungs were burning, and it took quite awhile for me to recover.

January 7, really late / really early

I gave Kayla a call in the afternoon to see what she was up to, and to see if she wanted to hang out tonight. When she picked up her phone I was greeted by a little cough followed by a quick apology and another invitation to come over later so that she could tell me all about The Raconteurs show.

Kayla met me at her door putting her leather jacket on when I arrived, and she took me by the arm and said that she desperately needed to pick something up. We climbed into her car, which reeked of stale cold cigarette smoke, and headed off to a supermarket nearby, where she walked right up to the customer service desk and asked for a carton of Virginia Slims 120s. The middle aged woman behind the counter asked to see her ID, verified that she was old enough – just barely – and grabbed a gold and white parcel of 200 glamour length cancer sticks which Kayla paid for and walked out with not bagged. She pressed the exposed carton up against her breasts in a flirty little hug, and enjoyed the attention that suddenly seemed to find her from all different directions.

"A CARTON of cigarettes?!!!" I thought to myself.

Kayla invests in her death by the carton.

Once we got back in her car and she'd started it to get the radio and the heat going, she quickly opened the carton flap with a long dark red fingernail and extracted the first pack. With a few deft flicks of her wrist she peeled and plucked the cellophane cap and foil, and in close up profile the Virginia Slims 120 that she extracted and placed between her lips looked impossibly long. She pulled her lighter from her purse, and as she sparked the flame, I could see the Surgeon General's Warning on the carton side sitting between us.

Kayla lit up that impossibly long cigarette and took a massive cheek hollowing first drag which she sharply inhaled, held tight deep in the darkness beneath her heaving breasts, and then slowly exhaled in a long carcinogenic plume that bounced off the windshield and quickly filled the passenger compartment. Lost in her dirty indulgence, she seemed blissfully unaware of how thick and noxious the air was getting inside her car as she pulled out of the parking lot. And as she continued to hungrily devour her extra long coffin nail, I got this mental image of her lips being just like the tailpipe of her car. I became light headed and my eyes started to tear up, but I found it nearly impossible to keep from watching Kayla longingly drag and French inhale wave after wave of intensely concentrated air pollution. Intensely concentrated air pollution that she was once again also spewing and putting into my lungs. I was just barely able to suppress the urge to choke, and as the air became fouler and fouler, I could feel my lungs tightening and recoiling from the filth that they were being forced to breathe.

I looked down at the gold and white opened carton, and at the freshly opened pack of Virginia Slims 120s sticking out of her purse with the top cocked back and several long white cigarettes protruding beyond it, and thought that she's going to repeat this same ritual of self-destruction 199 more times, and soon. And then they'll be another carton after that. And another. And another...

Because Kayla invests in her death by the carton.

We pulled up to a red light, and she dangled her half smoked Virginia Slims 120 between her burgundy lips and took a long drag as she turned up the radio and did a playful little shimmy to the cheesy dance song that was playing. She exhaled two thick long jets of Virginia Slims toxins through her nostrils that flowed downward over her falling breasts, and just as the light changed, with the smoke from her cigarette veiling her face, our eyes met for a split second unlike they ever had before. Kayla looked away as she took a long drag on the cancer stick dangling from her beautiful lips and pressed her boot down on the accelerator. She plucked the instrument of her eventual demise from her open mouth and let the soothing deadly vapor sex rush deep into her sick places. She let what little smoke her tainted lungs didn't absorb out slowly, and found a parking space to pull over.

"What are we doing?" I asked.

Kayla put the car's transmission into park and just turned and smiled at me. She only had a few drags left of her impossibly long cigarette, which she'd managed to smoke incredibly quickly. I was also disturbed to realize that the further down she smoked, the thicker and more virulent the smoke she was forcing me to breathe became. She took a moment and looked right into my eyes with a combination of tenderness and malice through the caustic haze, took a nasty long drag, cycled it through her nasty tar collection organs, and exhaled hard through her nasty painted tailpipe a dense cloud of filth straight into my face. It was so overwhelming that my lungs couldn't take any more and I started coughing violently.

Which just made Kayla laugh...and laugh...and laugh...

Eventually, when my coughing spasms subsided, and when she finally quit laughing, Kayla finally said: "I know that look. I see how you watch me. You want to try smoking a cigarette, don't you?"

I was horrified, and I must have made a funny face because she started laughing again...and then she started coughing...and coughing...and coughing...

As I listened to Kayla's lungs struggle to rid themselves of all of the excess mucous they're forced to make under the constant onslaught of irritating toxic chemicals that she subjects them to, I heard the sharp crackles of several tar-laden mucous bubbles bursting in her airways.

And all I could think about in the intensity of that smothered terrifying moment was that very grim Australian narrator droning on in that PSA:

"Some people use their lungs to soak up cigarette smoke..."


Kayla's Lungs, Part 3

January 7, really late / really early (cont.)

Choking, disgusted, and feeling deeply ashamed and exposed, I quickly opened the passenger door of Kayla's car, wanting only to flee what had unexpectedly become a physical and psychological torture chamber. My head was spinning, my heart was pounding, and my lungs were on fire from the concentrated dose of Virginia Slims poisons that being with Kayla had saturated them with. The first breath of cold winter night air only sharpened the pain deep in my chest. Hacking and overwhelmed with embarrassment, I quickly found my feet and slipped away into the darkness in search of distance and recovery.

I just ran away like a geek.

Kayla texted me twice right after I left:

"I'm so sorry Sweetie. Please call me. I hope you're OK."

"I feel awful. Please forgive me, and PLEASE call me."

Eventually the physical revolt within my body subsided, and I walked for hours and hours thinking and focusing on healing my lungs with deep cleansing breaths of fresh air. But every time I passed a streetlamp or storefront, the water vapor of my breath condensing in the freezing air reminded me of cigarette smoke, and in my rattled state of mind, seemed to mock me just as Kayla had. At first, I had this intense fear that I had inhaled so much of Kayla's Virginia Slims smoke that I was actually still exhaling it!

At one point I stopped in front of an anti-smoking poster on the outside of a bus stop shelter that showed a woman in a bikini with an x-ray of cancerous lungs superimposed over her chest. I caught my reflection in the glass covering it, and as I stood there watching myself exhale plumes of condensed water vapor, for a split second I imagined what I would look like exhaling plumes of cigarette smoke. Funny how I never really thought about that before, but then again, I've never had this fixation with smoking before. I looked down at the paved area below the poster display case and noticed that there were about a dozen or so spent and crushed cigarette butts, most ringed with lipstick. I imagined all sorts of different women standing right where I was standing, smoking, and looking at the same PSA telling them that they were stupid and bad to be doing what they were doing, as they exhaled plumes of cigarette smoke right back in the face of the message being directed at them.

Did it make smoking more enjoyable for them in that moment, before they sucked all of the carcinogenic gas that their cigarettes could produce into their lungs, and before they selfishly littered the sidewalk with their filthy butts? I'm sure that it didn't make any of them think for a second about quitting, but I'd have to guess that they all reacted in some way to this authoritative and paternalistic message being shoved upon them in the middle of their day.

With everything that'd happened, I was so distracted that I'd completely forgotten about dinner, but intense hunger pangs suddenly reminded me of the fact that I hadn't had anything to eat since morning. I decided to pick up a frozen pizza at nearby convenience store and head home.

There were a few people in line checking out at the convenience store, and while I was waiting, for the first time I really noticed all of the different kinds of cigarettes that they had on display behind the counter, and was actually surprised that there were so many to choose from. They offered like three brands of frozen pizza, but dozens of brands of cigarettes! Different brands of cigarettes...different kinds of smokers? But all smokers still have so much in common, because they share in the experience of smoking, and of deliberately killing themselves, and in the stigma of doing it. Is that a "good" thing, in a "reverse psychology" sort of way?

I spotted Kayla's brand – Virginia Slims Gold Pack 120s – in the middle of all of the other kinds of Virginia Slims that they offered, and had to laugh at thought that there were so many different types of just Virginia Slims!

When I got to the counter, and my pizza and 2L bottle of Diet Coke were rung up, the young woman behind the counter asked if I also wanted cigarettes.

I felt intensely vulnerable again, like my weird fixation was visible to everyone in the world, but managed to quickly regain my composure, and to say, "uh...no thanks," with a polite smile.

She smiled back and explained that she thought that I was looking at the cigarettes like I was looking for a specific brand.

"I don't smoke," I replied quietly, paid, and walked out.

Kayla texted me again just before I got back to my apartment:

"I'm really bummed that we didn't get to spend the evening together, and I hope that we can talk soon. xo – K."

When I was finally home with the door shut behind me and the lights turned on, I slumped down on the couch and smelled Kayla's intense dose of Virginia Slims tar soaked into my hair and my clothes as it warmed in the heated indoor air. My lungs ached. My chest hurt. I felt numb and dirty and bad and twisted and busted and on the verge of dying of embarrassment.

January 7, late afternoon

I scraped up the energy to stick the pizza in the oven, choke down a slice, take a shower, and go to bed.

I remember from all of the disclaimers that I've heard during TV commercials for quit smoking nicotine replacement therapies that one of the side effects of nicotine is vivid dreams.

Between the events of the day, eating lousy frozen pizza right before bed, and the heavy dose of nicotine that I inhaled in the gas chamber of Kayla's car, the Smoking Soap Opera in my head was in overdrive as I slept fitfully.

At first, I dreamt of the convenience store. It was empty as I walked in and approached the counter. Clouds of cigarette smoke drifted beneath the fluorescent lights. Kayla was standing behind the counter next to the young woman checker who rang up my order earlier, and both were smoking Virginia Slims 120s, only the checker was smoking the menthol version. Both flashed teasing smiles and took turns cooing at me:

Checker: "You want cigarettes, don't you?!"

Kayla: "I know that look."

Checker: "You want to be a filthy cigarette smoker, don't you?!"

Kayla: "I see how you watch me."

Checker: "You can buy cigarettes right here whenever you're ready to start killing yourself."

Kayla: "You want to try smoking a cigarette, don't you?"

Checker: "What's your personal fashion statement for killing yourself?"

Kayla: "I see how you watch me."

Checker: "What's your brand of cigarettes?"

Kayla: "C'mon Baby...kill yourself..."

Checker: "So many ways to destroy your lungs!"

Kayla: "I know that look."

Next, I was sitting in a surgical auditorium, seated between Kayla and the checker, both dragging hard on their Virginia Slims 120s and releasing their toxic waste into the air of the auditorium and surgical bay below. Occasionally one or the other would ash over the railing and giggle. Below, a young middle-aged woman who was quite trim, toned, and still very good looking, was undergoing the removal of her left lung due to adenocarcinoma. The surgeon held up the blackened twisted mass of tar and tumors and said that she started smoking in college. Kayla and the clerk both laughed, took long cheek-hollowing drags, inhaled deeply, and let out massive plumes of smoke as they flicked their lipstick stained butts over the railing.

I woke up before the butts landed. Terrified. And in the grip of an intense coughing spell.

After several minutes of unpleasant phlegmy distress in the bathroom, I washed my face, brushed my teeth, had a big drink of water and, thoroughly exhausted, went back to bed and once again fell into an uneasy sleep.

"At least you're breathing easier now," the poised and cheerful woman's voice said as she closed the door behind me.

As she walked by me, I recognized the technician who performed Kayla's smoking lung scan from my other dream.

"Kayla sent you here, didn't she?"

I was reeling as I looked around and recognized the clinical suite where Kayla had her tests, and was stunned into silence.

The technician sat down opposite me across a table with a large glass ashtray like the one in Kayla's apartment. She produced a pack of Virginia Slims 120s and a black lighter from her white lab coat pocket, and watched me closely as she lit up, snapped a massive ball of tar and nicotine and carbon monoxide and over 4,000 other chemicals deep into her chest, and exhaled them all directly into my face. She repeated this with every drag she took, and did it each time before she spoke.

"You know that cigarette smoking is deliberate, premeditated self-destruction, don't you?"

I nodded yes as her toxic breath washed over my face.

"You know that once you soil your lungs with cigarette smoke that they'll never be clean again, right?"

I nodded yes as her toxic breath washed over my face.

"You know that cigarette smoking is deadly and dangerous."

I nodded yes as her toxic breath washed over my face.

"You know that cigarette smoking causes lung cancer."

I nodded yes as her toxic breath washed over my face.

"You know that cigarette smoking causes heart disease."

I nodded yes as her toxic breath washed over my face.

"You know that cigarette smoking causes emphysema."

I nodded yes as her toxic breath washed over my face.

"You know that cigarette smoking kills."

I nodded yes as her toxic breath washed over my face.

"So why are you here?"

I sat frozen as her toxic breath washed over my face.

"It's your dream, Baby..."

I deliberately inhaled as deeply as I could as her toxic breath washed over my face.

She smiled at me, ashed her fuming coffin nail, and said, "of course you know that cigarette smoking is giving up your health and longevity for something else, and that something else is the experience of being a cigarette smoker, which only a cigarette smoker can truly understand."

I felt her toxic breath inside me, conditioning me.

"It hurts a little in the beginning, and for some, a lot in the end, but all of the pain in the middle feels really good once you train your lungs and your body to accept the punishment of cigarette smoking."

Suddenly, I was back in the auditorium above the surgical bay with the female lung cancer case, and I started shouting "I DON'T SMOKE!"

I woke up flailing in a cold sweat. Couldn't get back to sleep, so I ended up replaying my dreams and last night over and over in my head. I kept thinking that I have to call Kayla, but I don't know what I'm going to say to her when I do. I'm seriously scared to call her. And after spending the morning curled up on the couch watching the light change and the sun come up, I realized why. At this point, if I call her, we'll almost certainly get together to talk. And if we get together to talk, we'll almost certainly talk about smoking. And if we talk about smoking, I have this fear that I will end up trying to deliberately inhale a drag of cigarette smoke into my lungs for the first time. I can picture it so easily that it terrifies me.

"I don't smoke."

I kept telling myself that over and over.

As the sun slowly started to go down I sat staring at my phone, which I'd left on top of the atlas of lung morphology that I was reading when this madness all started. As the sun set, my phone chirped a new text. Kayla, of course:

"I'm a stupid bitch. How can I make it up to you? xoxo – K."

I sighed heavily, put down the phone, took a long shower, put on my robe, and sat back down on the couch where I resumed staring at my phone. I can now empathize completely with Pandora.

"I don't smoke."

I felt this incredible head rush and sensation of free-falling as I watched my hand reach out and pick up my phone, seemingly of it's own power and without any help from me. Suddenly it was to my ear and it was ringing.

"Hey..."


Kayla's Lungs, Part 4

January 8, early afternoon

I can't believe what I've been through since last night. I can't believe what I'm going through. I can't believe what's happened. I can't believe what I've done.

When I called Kayla yesterday, she picked up after only two rings. "Hey...I'm SO glad you called me...are you OK...?" Her quiet, deeply concerned voice felt like velvet swirling in my ear, but it sent a sharp chill down my spine. "...I don't know how I could have been so inconsiderate last night."

Still in a stunned daze, I was startled to hear myself speak. "I'm sorry I ran off so suddenly."

"What happened? Did my smoking make you sick? I should have never lit up in my little car like that since you don't smoke..."

I was even more startled to hear myself say "Could we get together at your place and talk?"

"Sure Sweetie, I've just got a few things to do before you come over; how about seven-ish?"

I was both thankful and amazed that she didn't say anything about busting me for my obvious interest in her smoking.

After we both hung up, I sat on the couch staring at my phone in my hand, the dizzying sensation of free-fall continuing to paralyzing me. An image popped into my head as I sat there wide-eyed and semi-catatonic, an image of the Virginia Slims lung scan technician from my dreams. I pictured her standing across the room from me in her white lab coat, with a freshly lit Virginia Slims 120 dangling from her red lips and a gun in her right hand pointed directly at my chest. She pulled the trigger, and I imagined the bullet moving towards me at an impossibly slow speed, so slow that it would be easy for me to just stand up and get out of the way. But I was completely fascinated to watch it move ever closer, ever closer, ever closer...and I couldn't move...until it was just about to penetrate the flesh covering my rib cage, and I snapped out of my daydream.

I stood up quickly, and began moving towards the kitchen for another cup of tea. But everything seemed to happen as if I was somehow just observing myself rather than making it happen.

Gravity. I was helpless against it, and I knew it, so I began an internal count down to seven-ish, and slowly integrated the acceptance of where this was all headed one micro-second at a time.

By the time I had gotten dressed and was heading out to my car, I was feeling sufficiently together and focused to concentrate on driving.

I drove around a little first, instinctively retracing my walking route from the night before, including the grocery store where Kayla bought her fresh carton of Virginia Slims 120s, the spot where I jumped out, and the places I walked, including the bus stop with the anti-smoking poster and the convenience store I went to. I decided to pull into the convenience store parking lot for no particular reason and found a spot where I could see the front counter.

Sure enough, the same clerk that I saw last night was working, and I watched her walk out from behind the counter as she slipped into her pink down ski jacket and stepped out in front of the store. She reached into a pocket and I couldn't believe my eyes. She produced a pack of Virginia Slims Menthol 120s – just as I had dreamt she smoked – SPOOK-Y! She quickly lit up and I watched her take a long first drag, and inhale it so deeply that I could see her chest expand through her jacket. The night was so cold that her exhale looked absolutely massive, and just as she began to push the smoke out through her smiling, satisfied lips from deep in her chest, an old pickup truck's engine cranked to life in the parking space next to her, and belched out a plume of toxic exhaust that mimicked hers. I watched her take massive drag after massive drag, one right after the other, until her extra long cigarette was gone and deposited throughout her respiratory tract. As I watched her crush out the butt on the sidewalk and walk back into the store, all I could think was that she just spent the last five minutes taking an intensely concentrated air pollution break. But she obviously really enjoyed it!

My phone chirped a new text from Kayla: "I'm ready whenever you are! See you soon! – K."

The sharp chill shot down my spine again. This was it. It was going to happen, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

A few minutes later, Kayla opened the door to her apartment with a big warm smile, took me gently by the hand, and led me to the living room where she had a couple dozen candles burning and a bottle of wine chilling on the coffee table with two empty glasses. No ashtray, no sign of her cigarettes or a lighter, and she'd obviously aired out her apartment and hadn't been smoking inside recently. There was only a hint of stale smoke, although it was almost totally masked by the fragrance of the lilac candles that cast a warm glow throughout the space. She had the Twin Peaks Soundtrack playing softly in the background, an album she played the first night we got together that I found darkly beautiful and relaxing.

She took my jacket and sat me down on the couch, poured me a glass of wine, and then poured one for herself. A lock of her long dark hair swished past my face, and for a second I caught a whiff of Virginia Slims tar mixed with Pantene and Estée Lauder, and I thought to myself that she'd probably smoked a cigarette on her balcony just before I came over, at about the same time that the convenience store clerk was taking her intensely concentrated air pollution break.

Kayla was wearing black yoga pants and a sheer pastel pink tank over a black lace bra. And as she settled in her usual chair across from me, the shape of her bra cups made me think of her lungs...Virginia Slims lungs getting blacker with every cigarette, just beneath a thin gauze of flesh that hides what every deeply inhaled drag is doing to them.

We both took a sip of wine – mine much larger than hers – and she smiled and said "So why the sudden exit last night?"

I blushed, took another big sip of wine, and looked away from her in shame, the sensation of falling beginning to paralyze me again.

"C'mon...we've been friends for a long time. You can talk to me about anything, Baby."

I took a long cleansing breath deep into my healthy non-smoker's lungs and let it out slowly. There was no use in denying why I was there, sitting on her couch, drinking her Pinot Grigio, listening to her music...thinking about her lungs...thinking about my lungs. My eyes settled on the flame of one of the candles burning on the coffee table, and without really intending to speak, I said softly but evenly "You were right...I guess that I am a little curious about smoking, but I was completely surprised by it, and it freaked me out." "A little curious" – now there was a massive understatement!

"That's what I thought...and it's OK, I completely understand. I went through something similar myself before I tried smoking." I looked at her, hungry for her to continue to speak. Kayla smiled and nodded sympathetically. "I'm just so sorry that I teased you about it like I did last night...I don't know what got into me, and I feel awful about that."

I took another big sip of wine. I was starting to get a buzz, because after the vivid nightmares I'd had the night before, I'd slept very little, and I hadn't eaten anything all day. I managed a smile, blushed again, and said "It's OK...I...overreacted. I'm sorry...that I ran off like that."

Kayla smiled tenderly and studied my face for a second before reaching out for the wine bottle to top off both our glasses, even though mine was mostly gone and hers was still almost full. "When we were in high school, neither one of us would have been caught dead hanging out with 'The Smokers,' or at least that's how I used to think. I always thought that smoking was just plain dumb, and I never imagined myself with a cigarette, or understood why anyone would want to smoke. Our whole lives we've had the message drilled into our heads over and over and over again that 'smoking is bad, bad, bad,' and we've been so brainwashed and programmed to be against smoking that the thought of doing it became...forbidden...a sort of Taboo...at least for me...and maybe for you too?"

Entranced by her voice, again swirling like velvet in my ears, I nodded "yes."

"Of course...especially for you...the runner and honors biology student..."

I felt naked, but strangely grateful for her perceptiveness. "For me, I'd never realized how big the Taboo was, or how deep it went, until I saw you smoking for the first time a few days ago. It was always there, but I'd never really thought about until now..."

Kayla leaned forward, and the warm glow of the candles painted the pale flesh of her chest beneath her sheer top in even starker contrast to the blackness of her bra, and the light caught all of the little voids in the lace, which made me think of her alveoli drowning in tar.

"For me, it was my academic advisor for my degree program. She's only been out of grad school for a few years, and she's young, energetic, fun, fashion forward, very smart, and very cool. It was impossible for me not to put her on a bit of a pedestal, because she seemed like everything that I wanted to be. I was taking one of her introductory survey courses, which I loved, and I was going to her office to have our first academic planning meeting a few weeks after I'd started at the university last fall. As I approached the building where she has her office, I spotted her outside one of the entrances, and as I got closer, I saw that she was smoking a cigarette! I'd never seen her smoke before, and had absolutely no idea that she smoked. I was early for my appointment, and decided to take a seat on a bench a good distance from where she was standing. She seemed to not have seen me yet, and I got out a book and pretended to read as I watched her texting on her phone with one hand while hungrily devouring her cigarette with the other. I was shocked...my first college role model was someone who enthusiastically did something that seemed to totally contradict my image of her. And for the first time in my life, I started to actually think about smoking beyond all of the anti-smoking programming, because she was about as far as possible from the negative image of smokers that I'd had beaten into my head all my life."

I thought again of Kayla as she used to be in high school, and pictured that girl sitting there absorbing the sight of her first real college role model deliberately using her lungs to absorb tar and nicotine and carbon monoxide, deliberately using her lungs to absorb Taboo.

The wine was starting to take the edge off of my anxiety, and I was beginning to relax a bit for the first time in several days. "So what happened?"

"She was every bit as delightful and impressive one on one as she had been in class, and we hit it off immediately. I of course said nothing about her smoking, and did my best to put it out of my mind during our meeting, but thought about it constantly afterwards. Within a few days, curiosity got the better of me, and I ended up here in my apartment one night with my very first pack of cigarettes and lighter, and..." Kayla laughed and playfully rolled her eyes.

"And just like that, you started smoking?"

Kayla laughed again. "Hardly 'just like that'...the first few cigarettes I tried tasted horrible, and I coughed so hard that I thought I was going to die. I even puked a couple of times!"

"So why did you keep doing it?!"

"I guess that part of me just fell in love with the idea that I was doing this forbidden thing – this tiny little, but really big, bad thing. It felt amazing to symbolically flip off all of the authoritative anti-smoking programming that I'd been fed. And I also really wanted to understand what it was like for my advisor when she smoked. I had the image stuck in my head of her standing outside that first day that I saw her smoking, and all of the pleasure that she seem to get from doing it, and I needed to know what that was like."

I thought about our respiratory system's innate self-protection mechanisms, and how in order to be able to inhale cigarette smoke, which is the very last thing that our lungs are designed to do, you have to force those self-protection mechanisms into submission. You have to willfully destroy them. "How long did it take you to get used to inhaling cigarette smoke?"

"By about my seventh cigarette, and a few days after I tried my first one, I was able to inhale small to moderate size drags for most of the cigarette, and I got a wicked head rush that I really got off on." Kayla smiled and added, "But those were only 100s, not the 120s that I smoke now. They were Virginia Slims Gold Pack 100s, which I chose because they're what my advisor smokes. I saw the pack in her purse sitting on a side table in her office when I walked in."

Kayla stood up, cocked her head to the side, narrowed her eyes, put her hands on her hips, and gave me a wry smile. "Do you mind if I smoke? All this talk of smoking has me just dying for a cigarette..." She winked as she said the word "dying" and giggled.

I blushed and smiled and said quietly "Of course not..."

She sashayed out of the living room and into the kitchen, and sashayed back seconds later with her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and her black Bic lighter in one hand, and her big glass ashtray in the other, and set them down on the coffee table in front of me. My heart started to race as she retrieved her glass of wine and moved to sit down on the couch next to me. From someplace deep inside me, I could hear the distant echos of a screaming voice proclaiming "I DON'T SMOKE!" There was the chill down my spine again.

Kayla positioned herself on the cushion next to me so that she could face me, and I turned to look at her, my pulse throbbing rapidly now.

"A few cigarettes later, by about my my tenth cigarette, I was able to inhale regular, moderate size drags for all of the length of a Virginia Slims Gold Pack 100 without coughing, and I was amazed at how good it felt to really inhale cigarette smoke once I'd made my body be able to do it. I got my first glimmer of just how enjoyable cigarette smoking can be, and why so many people continue to do it. And by the end of my first pack, it was perfectly clear, and it just seems to get more and more pleasurable the more I smoke."

She looked at me, and saw that I was suddenly a little panicked. "Hey, just relax. If you get uncomfortable at any time, just let me know, OK?"

I took another healthy sip of wine and managed to get out "OK."

Kayla touched my shoulder with a gentle, reassuring caress and looked into my eyes with an equally gentle and reassuring smile. "Here's what I'd like to do. I'd like to smoke a cigarette now close to you, and I'd like for you to watch me do it. I'd also like to give you a little advice about trying smoking, that is if you decide you want to try it. Would that be OK?"

For the first time since we'd been reunited, I was going to get to watch her smoke, and do it without any need for reservation or pretense. Kayla wanted me to watch her take great pleasure in deliberately destroying her lungs, with the goal of possibly helping me to take great pleasure in deliberately destroying mine. Wide-eyed and starting to enjoy the thought that I can now overcome, or at least control, my fear, I nodded "yes."

"OK then..." Kayla reached out for her pack, extracted one of her deadly extra-length cancer sticks, grabbed her lighter, and looked into my eyes again. "The basic action of smoking is simple, as I'm sure you realize, but there is infinite subtle variation in how you can do it. When you take a drag, you draw smoke from the cigarette by sealing your lips around the filter end and creating suction to fill your mouth with smoke, just like you're sipping a thick milkshake through a straw. Then you remove the cigarette from your lips and open your mouth and inhale the smoke into your lungs, hold it for a second or two, and then exhale. But first you obviously have to light up..."

She continued to make eye contact with me as she placed the Virginia Slims 120 in the middle of her pouting dark pink lips and sparked her lighter to life, only looking away for a second to bring the flame to the tip, which began to glow bright orange as her cheeks caved in and she burned the first quarter inch or so of her cigarette down. She plucked the now lipstick-stained filter from her lips and parted them widely to reveal a thick white mass of smoke swirling inside her mouth, which suddenly disappeared down her throat and deep into her thoroughly smoke habituated lungs with an audible "whoosh" as her chest expanded and her black lace cradled breasts heaved out and up. She held up the glamorous instrument of her self-destruction next to her face, and after holding the toxins deep inside her body, turned to the side to exhale an enormous plume of smoke through pursed lips away from my face. The acrid stench of burning Taboo began to overtake the lilac fragrance in the room.

An enormous placid smile came over her face. "Ohhhhh...sooo goooood. Like lingerie for my lungs."

Sitting that close to her, I could see that she was still exhaling little jets of smoke from her nose and mouth as she spoke, and over the course of several regular breathing cycles after that. Her filthy little lungs were still saturated with cigarette smoke, even after all that she had exhaled!

"Of course, when you're first trying smoking, that would be waaay too big a drag, and waaay too deep an inhale – I just really needed that. For your first couple of cigarettes, I'd suggest taking small drags, and not even inhaling at all, like this." She took a tiny, quick fraction of her first drag, kept her lips sealed for a second after removing the cigarette, and then pursed her lips and quickly blew the smoke out. "Doing this will help you to become accustomed to the taste of cigarette smoke, which is definitely an acquired taste."

"After your first couple of cigarettes, I'd suggest continuing to take small drags for your next few, but every few drags take a really small one and then breathe in sharply like you've just been startled, and then let it out slowly, like this." She took the same very short drag that she'd just demonstrated, and then opened her mouth and breathed in suddenly like she did when she lit up, although this time a fraction of the smoke that she originally exhaled came streaming from her pursed lips.

"You'll almost certainly cough the first few times you inhale, but it helps a lot if you've got something soothing to drink, especially something alcoholic, and if you make a conscious mental effort not to cough. Think of it as a 'mind over body' exercise. And if you overdo it, you'll also probably get sick to your stomach, so just take it easy, and put the cigarette out immediately if you do start to cough a lot or if you feel sick. Don't rush it, and don't try smoking more than one or two cigarettes per day for your first pack. But once you've got the hang of inhaling small drags, with each subsequent cigarette, gradually take progressively larger drags, and inhale them more frequently." Kayla took a slightly larger drag than she had before, again breathed in sharply, and then slowly exhaled a slightly larger and more opaque plume of smoke than before.

"If you make it that far, you'll be on the verge of understanding that there is no other sensual pleasure quite like cigarette smoking..." And with that, she hollowed her cheeks and took an even harder and longer drag than when she lit up, again opened her mouth to show me the dense swirling load of carcinogens and poisons waiting to corrupt and lay waste to her fragile body, and then sent it deep down to the depths of her alveoli where it could do her the most possible damage. After her ribcage expanded, her chest grew still for several long seconds as she held the toxic vapor inside her, and then she threw her head back as if she was in a state of rapture, and slowly let the massive plum of concentrated air pollution rise from the depths of her tainted shrinking lungs into the air above like a human smokestack.

"I feels so...obscene...to inhale cigarette smoke...like dirty vapor sex. And once you condition your body to be able to inhale, you will have not only acquired an appreciation of the unique taste of cigarette smoke, but the taste will also change and get better and better the more you do it."

I thought about the adaptive nature of our physiology and senses, and realized that the more tar you deposit in your mouth and nasal passages, the more desensitized you'd likely become to all of the noxious chemicals in cigarette smoke.

"I'd like to try something now, if you're OK with it...I'd like to take some medium sized drags and inhale them, but this time I'd like to exhale them into your face, and I'd like you to open your mouth and breathe in gently, and just a little bit, when the smoke washes over you."

Just like my dream about the Virginia Slims lung scan technician interviewing me in the conference room, only with actual consequences.

"For me, it'll be like drinking a strong cup of tea made with a fresh tea bag, and for you, it'll be like drinking a weak cup of tea made with a used tea bag. Do you want to try it?"

I reached out for my glass and emptied it, and Kayla refilled it. The haze and smoke drifts surrounding us glowed in the candlelight, and I felt like I was in a dream, only this time not completely overwhelmed by fear, and relishing the excitement of satisfying my curiosity. "OK."

Our eyes met, and she cycled another hit of danger through the dark, terrifying secrets within her lungs, and smiled as she pursed her painted lips and exhaled, her face almost vanishing behind the cloud of toxins that she offered me. "Don't cough" I thought to myself. The acrid smoke stung my eyes and I closed them. I parted my lips slightly, and deliberately breathed in a little just as the densest part of Kayla's poisonous breath engulfed my face. I opened my eyes, held my breath for a second, and then slowly and forcefully exhaled. As I did, I could feel something in my trachea...a burning sensation...and I couldn't believe what I saw next. A tiny little puff of smoke came out of my mouth...and I didn't cough!

"Very good!" Kayla cooed. "Do you want to try it again?"

"Yes!" I couldn't believe how enthusiastic I sounded.

We repeated this three more times. Each time, I took a slightly deeper breath and exhaled a small, but slightly larger, amount of smoke. And each time I did, Kayla seemed to take greater satisfaction in my progress.

But on my fifth attempt, I became overly confident and inhaled too deeply; my lungs seized, and I began to cough violently. Kayla lifted her smoldering cancer stick up and away from me, directed the remainder of her residual exhales toward the ceiling, and began gently patting and rubbing my back as I bent over the edge of the couch hacking. "That's OK...it just takes a little time, Baby."

Kayla took one last long drag on her cigarette down to the filter and stubbed it out, and let the dirtiest and most virulent part of it soak into her respiratory epithelium without deliberately exhaling. She sat back, watching me recover, slowly and repeatedly breathing out the little bit of smoke that her lungs didn't absorb in cascading tendrils through her nose. We looked at each other and smiled, and shared a moment of silence together as the ethereal voice of Julee Cruise singing "Falling" wafted though the space like Kayla's lingering Virginia Slims smoke.

Kayla sighed, leaned forward and caressed my shoulder again reassuringly, and said, "I think that you've probably had enough of an adventure for one night. Why don't you go home, think about what I said, and decide what you want to do. Just hang on a sec, OK Sweetie?"

She got up, headed back to the kitchen, and returned with a gift bag, which she handed to me. Inside the bag was a bottle of Pinot Grigio, a corkscrew, a pack of her Virginia Slims 120s, a new black Bic lighter, and a new glass ashtray.

"Something tells me that if you do decide to give smoking a serious try, that you'd probably be most comfortable doing it on your own...yes?"


Kayla's Lungs, Part 5

January 8, early afternoon (cont.)

I was waaay too buzzed on wine and nicotine and carbon monoxide and emotion to even think about driving, so I left my car where I'd parked it on the street near Kayla's apartment and walked home.

I was every bit as freaked out as I was the night before following the incident in Kayla's car, but as I walked the same cold streets with Kayla's gift bag dangling from my tightly clenched gloved fingers, I felt decidedly different. I walked with more purpose, craving the moment that I could get home, lock the door, and set the bag comfortably down. I was strongly motivated by the fear that I might run into someone I know, and get asked about what was in the bag, but I also couldn't wait to have a moment alone to try to process everything that'd just happened, so I walked quickly.

And once again, I found myself mesmerized by the sight of my hot moist breath streaming from my lips and nose and freezing in cold dry air, followed by the sensation of that cold dry air rushing deep into my chest. As I walked, I could feel the bronchospasm in my lungs subside the more I diluted the residual Virginia Slims smoke lingering inside of me, but the cold dry air also had the effect of putting a sharp note on the taste and aroma of the Virginia Slims tar in my nasal cavity, sinuses, oral cavity, and oropharynx. I reeked of carcinogens, and my mouth tasted as toxic as I smelled. And then I became really scared that I might run into someone I knew who would smell me, so I quickened my pace and managed to make it home without running into anyone.

I was breathing hard as I turned on the lights and clicked the dead bolt behind me, and I slumped down on the floor with my back to the door, setting down and finally letting go of Kayla's gift bag. Her Estée Lauder perfume wafted up at me from the tissue paper lining the bag as it warmed up inside my apartment, and it mixed with the smell of her Virginia Slims tar all over everything. As I studied the bag covered with pink and black polka dots, stuffed with alternating layers of pink and black tissue paper popping up out of the top, I got this incredible rush, like I'd just gotten away with the crime of the century or something.

Once my breathing had settled down to normal, I got up, picked up the festive package of Taboo, and set it down on top of a collection of respiratory histology micrographs on my coffee table. The cover featured a cross-section of a human alveolar bundle, which closely echoed the pattern on Kayla's gift bag. Non-smokers have pink alveoli. Cigarette smokers give themselves black alveoli. Non-smokers have pink lung tissue. Cigarette smokers give themselves black lung tissue. I laughed at the thought, and suddenly had the urge to take off my clothes and look at myself in the mirror.

I obviously know what I look like, but I'd never really given it a lot of thought. I've never been a slob, but I've never really been into makeup and dresses, and I've never really been what you'd call "boy crazy," so I became kind of a Tomboy. In my low maintenance pixie cut and no make up, I kind of look like a skinny boy with modest breasts and delicate features.

As I stood there, I wondered about how I would look if I grew out my hair, got my ears pierced, wore makeup, or wore something frilly or sexy, and my nipples starting getting really hard as I thought about Kayla and her transformation from National Honor Society geek to Victoria's Secret model with filthy brown lungs. I closed my eyes and pictured Kayla's painted lips just inches from mine, pushing an intense cloud of Virginia Slims toxins from deep down in her filthy corrupted lungs into my face, into my mouth, and into my lungs. I began touching myself and picturing it again, and again, and again. And as I smelled my filthy panting breath resulting from that moment, I collapsed on my bathroom floor and had one of the most intense orgasms of my life.

When I came back down to a semi-normal state of consciousness, I started laughing hysterically. Suddenly, everything made sense. Everything "clicked."

I am a lesbian.

I've been burying myself in my studies as a diversion from dealing with it. And Dirty college Kayla with her tarty wardrobe and glamour-length cancer sticks and paralyzed cilia and bursting alveoli is what it took for me to finally wake up.

I am a lesbian.

A lesbian with a pack of Kayla's glamour-length girly cancer sticks in the next room.

I sighed, felt probably the deepest contentment of my life, smiled, and thought to myself "O.K. What now...?"

Giddy, I decided to take a long soothing hot shower. Since it's winter, and I'm the only one who ever sees them at this time of year, I hadn't shaved my pits or legs for a couple of weeks, but I decided that I wanted to, and did. And after I toweled off, I also decided to rub a little baby oil on my arms and legs for a change.

Feeling clean, smooth, and very relaxed, I slipped into my plain white terry cloth robe and decided that it was time to open "Pandora's Bag." I loved that Kayla took the time to spritz her perfume all over everything, and I carefully set each item out on the coffee table next to the bag, saving her pack of Virginia Slims 120s for last. As I took it out of the bag, I sat down on the couch and held it in my hands and just appreciated all of the appealing little design details in the packaging. So appealing!

And the documentation! "20 CLASS A CIGARETTES." "UNDERAGE SALE PROHIBITED." "SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy."

And there it is.

The warning that we've all had drilled into us over and over and over again, here in the very last place that it can possibly do any good at all. In the hope that somehow, somewhere, someone will pick up her first pack of cigarettes, read the warning on the side of the pack, and then reconsider her desire to unwrap it, flip it open, extract the foil, withdraw a cigarette, stick it between her lips, light it up, and repeatedly burn it down to deposit gooey carcinogenic sludge throughout her lungs. She knows what she wants, or she wouldn't have purchased the pack of cigarettes in the first place.

Real danger is exciting. Cigarette smoking is real danger. Cigarette smoking is exciting.

I set the unopened pack, lighter, and ashtray on top of the alveolar bundle micrograph so that I could see the Surgeon General's Warning, and moved Kayla's pink and black bag just behind them. The arrangement seemed to make a little impromptu anti-smoking display, and I started getting wet again.

I settled back on the couch, replaying the scenes from Kayla's apartment earlier in the evening over and over in my mind, and I kept coming back to the image of her dark pink painted lips – smiling, laughing, kissing long hungry drags from her cigarette...staining the filter with her lipstick...then parting and snap inhaling another load of tar deep into her chest...again and again and again. And I kept picturing the long white fuming poison gas cylinder held up between her long slim fingers, and the way that the toxic smoke flowed densely from the tip of the filter just beyond Kayla's lipstick stain after every drag she took. I had this strange thought that her cigarette was almost like an abstract miniature reflection of Kayla's respiratory tract. Like her cigarette was a Dark Lover penetrating and filling her body through it's own little lipstick stained "mouth" as she repeatedly brought it to hers. The thought of this made me breathe in sharply, and made my nipples very hard.

And it also made me realize that I didn't have any lipstick in my apartment. Shit. I'd left what little makeup I did have at my parent's house, and didn't think much about it at the time, since about the only time I did feel like I should wear some was when I was visiting my family. But I instantly wished that I had a tube, because the thought of putting on a nice thick creamy coating of unnatural color on my lips seemed like the perfect preparation for putting a nice thick creamy coating of unnatural Virginia Slims tar on my airways.

Just then, my phone chirped a new text, from Kayla: "Have FUN! P.S.: Did you look UNDER the tissue paper? ;) xo – K"

I set the phone down and immediately plucked the perfumed pink and black tissue paper from the bag, revealing a small, flat, black box across the bottom. Inside, beneath a little folded note from Kayla, and wrapped in another little piece of pink tissue paper was a black tube of fancy MAC glossy dark red lipstick. I'm sure that the color description – "Good to be Bad" – caught Kayla's eye, and it made me laugh. The note read: "Since you're feeling adventurous... I saw this color and thought of you. xo – Kayla"

I couldn't believe it. Was this girl some sort of a mind-reading supernatural Enchantress?! I would have never in a million years chosen such a shocking shade of lipstick for myself, but I couldn't wait to try it on!

I went into the bathroom, got the hand mirror I keep in the vanity cabinet, and sat down on the toilet to steady myself, since I was starting to shake a little with excitement. I unwrapped the tube, brought the mirror close to my face so that I was able to just focus on my mouth, and carefully applied a dramatic smear of glossy dark red pigment to my upper and lower lips. I instinctively pressed my lips together and rubbed the creamy waxy coating to distribute it evenly, and put the mirror down. I took a deep breath, and got up to look at myself in the mirror.

When I felt that it was expected that I wear makeup before, I'd always chosen a lipstick that was as close to my own natural lip color as possible, and then slap on a tiny little bit of eyeliner and be done with it. Enough to be noticeably different, but just enough.

But this was completely different. With only the addition of a little bold lipstick, I was shocked at what I saw when I saw myself standing there. It was like I was suddenly somebody completely different who happens to resemble me.

I know enough about animal behavior to know that the underlying reason for the attractiveness of lipstick is because it mimics the flushing and intensification of color found in aroused female genitalia, which signals receptiveness for sex. Lipstick turns your mouth into suggestive genital labia, and there I was with a symbolic big red hungry crotch blossom on my face. I stood wide-eyed and open-mouthed taking the impression in, and my white, non-smoker's teeth flashed brightly next to the dark red lipstick as I stared in disbelief at how completely different I looked. Everything about me looked suddenly more feminine and appealing, although I also felt like this freaky dorky clown at the same time. I began to get more and more used to seeing myself in this way as I turned back and forth and considered how I looked from different angles.

And as I did, I imagined what my teeth would look like coated with Virginia Slims tar, and how the dark red lipstick would really make the toxic yellow stains pop visually, and I began to drip down my thighs.

I became light headed and realized that I really needed to eat something. I shook off the spell of unapologetic narcissism, cleaned myself up, made my way to the kitchen, and foraged a slice of cold pizza from the refrigerator. I toyed with the notion of pouring myself a glass of wine, but decided to pour a glass of Diet Coke instead, and wait until I got something solid in my stomach before I even considered reintroducing alcohol into my system. I settled back down on the couch with my first meal of the day, opened up my laptop, did a YouTube search for "cigarette smoking lung damage," and quickly found my way to this Anti-Smoking Public Service Announcement: NYC Department of Health / Reverse the Damage - Lung Cancer 30 sec.

I carefully nibbled my slice of cold pizza with my nasty painted lips spread wide to keep from smearing them and clicked "play." I was greeted with a montage of text messages and lung cancer x-rays and surgical scenes, combined with spooky medical audio effects and a very dire sounding male voiceover: "Eight hours after you quit smoking, your blood oxygen level returns to normal. In three months, your lung function improves up to 30%. And ten years after you quit, your risk of dying from lung cancer is about half that of a smoker. But right now...you're one cigarette closer to cancer. Every cigarette makes you sick. Quit smoking today. For help, call..."

I immediately opened the "Activity" window in Safari, found the file in the page list, and downloaded it to my hard drive so that I could watch it again looped. OMG! Every word of it was true, I was sure, but...the stunningly heavy-handed and completely over the top way that the message was delivered only inspired me with a reckless sense of jaded excitement that was getting me really hot.

I was able to quickly devour the slice of pizza as the file downloaded, and seeing lipstick on my glass made me smile.

I sat back, and enjoyed the relaxing, warming sensation of my blood sugar rising. I closed my eyes and just listened to the sound of my slow steady breathing. And then I pictured my lungs, still clean and pink and healthy beneath my perky little breasts, despite their recent repeated exposure to concentrated doses of Kayla's second-hand smoke. After a couple of minutes of listening carefully to the air rush in and out of my lungs, and picturing my entire respiratory tract expand and contract in it's dance of life, I opened my eyes, which immediately fixated on the unopened pack of Virginia Slims 120s that Kayla gave me.

I was looking at my first pack of cigarettes, to do with whatever I wanted.

I could have destroyed them and thrown them out right then and there and abandoned this whole mad adventure that I was on.

Or I could open them and choose to let them destroy me.

I got up, walked to the kitchen, put my glass and plate in the sink, grabbed one of the small preserves jars that I use as a juice glass, as well as the few votive candles that I keep in a drawer for special occasions, and brought them back to the coffee table. It was time to pour some wine and bring the lights down.

And of course...to make a choice.

After a couple of healthy sips of wine, my buzz from earlier was returning, but without anxiety fighting it. I retrieved my hand mirror from the bathroom and tube of "Good to be Bad," and touched up my lipstick to full-on shiny trollop mode. When I was done, and my mouth was creamy with it's arousal mask, I set the hand mirror on the cushion at the opposite end of the couch so that i could see myself from the waist up. I gathered up and moved the ashtray, black Bic lighter, and pack of Virginia Slims to the cushion between me and the mirror. I watched my reflection as I let my robe fall open, exposing my breasts as they moved out and up and in and down with my breathing, and I looked down and saw myself picking up and holding the pack of Virginia Slims 120s in my hands. Just the way Kayla picks up and holds her packs and packs and packs of Virginia Slims 120s that she loads up her lungs with day in and day out.

The sensation of free-fall came rushing back to me, and I watched myself in the mirror as if I was watching another woman across the room. I looked down at my first pack of cigarettes, once again read The Surgeon General's Warning – aloud, to myself – and then turned back to the mirror where I watched the woman with the obscenely red lips across the room peel the cellophane cap off the top of the pack, flip open the lid, pluck the foil cap, and extract an obscenely long cancer stick. I watched her put down the pack and raise the long slim all white carcinogen delivery system to her tarty painted lips.

And the moment that I felt It slightly spreading my lips open, I could feel the last of my fear slipping away. And in it's place...lust. The lust to comprehend the Pleasures of this Deadly Forbidden Thing. I'd just stuck the tip of my first Demon Lover into my body, and I needed to understand penetration.

I sat there staring in exhilaration at the sight of myself with a cigarette hanging out of my mouth for the first time in my life. But not just any cigarette – oh no – a special glamour-length cigarette designed to specifically destroy women's lungs. I took it gently from my lips and held it up between my index and middle finger near my face as I'd watched Kayla do, and instantly grinned when I saw the dark red lipstick stain on the tip of the filter. I looked down at the impossibly long lady killer between my slim fingers, and imagined the white filter growing yellower and yellower inside it's virulent little lipstick stained "mouth."

Kind of like what was going to happen to me when I lit it up.

I opened the Lung Cancer PSA that I'd just downloaded on my laptop, and set the playback to "loop." As I watched and listened to it, I practiced taking drags of varying lengths on my unlit cigarette, and quickly got the hang of parting my lips and inhaling the air that I'd just drawn through the Virginia Slims 120. I could even taste some of the chemicals that are volatile at room temperature in the cigarette as I inhaled and exhaled. I turned and looked at myself in the mirror as the laptop screen strobed the PSA on me, and I watched with delight as I closely replicated the overall flow of what Kayla looked like when she was smoking. I could easily imagine rancid deadly white smoke billowing over and flowing through my ridiculously shiny dark red lips on it's way to and from slowly killing me from the inside out.

I set my lipstick stained unlit first cigarette down in the ashtray and finished off my first jar of Pinot Grigio, and quickly poured myself another. I turned back to the Lung Cancer PSA as I took another long sip of wine, relishing the warm buzz and suppression of my inhibitions, and thought about what the messages meant to someone like me who was contemplating flicking her Bic and lighting up for the first time. "Inhaling cigarette smoke decreases my blood oxygen level. Inhaling cigarette smoke decreases my lung function. And every time I inhale cigarette smoke, I increase my chances of dying from lung cancer. I absolutely should not start smoking!"

I exploded in goosebumps as the fingers of my right hand slid into the warm puddle between my thighs, and the fingers of my left hand caressed my breasts. After pinching both of my nipples several times, I left them tingling and bare as I reached down for my first cigarette, and placed it gently between my lips. I watched myself in profile in the mirror, hand planted firmly in my crotch writhing back and forth like a crazed nympho with an impossibly long coffin nail bouncing up and down in my pouting tarty painted lips.

When I was on the verge of orgasm again, I snatched my hand from between my thighs, reached down for my lighter with the other, and watched myself spark it to life in the mirror. "Wait to inhale" I thought to myself, and I lifted the flame to the tip, seemingly so far away from me, yet soon to be intimately connected to places deep inside me. I began to suck, and felt the heat of the flame enter the Virginia Slims 120 and bring it to "life."

I immediately noticed that, once ignited, it became slightly more difficult to draw smoke from the cigarette than it was to draw air. But the toxic vapor quickly began to pour into my virgin mouth, hot and dry and nasty, and I deliberately closed my throat and held my breath so that I wouldn't accidentally inhale. I removed the smoldering cancer stick from my mouth and sealed my lips and let the poison linger on my oral mucosa, stinging it with countless tiny little droplets of sticky carcinogenic tar – the first moment of submission in my new smoker's journey. I gently parted my unnatural lips and exhaled my unnatural mouthful of cancer gas, which turned out to be a lot more that I thought I'd dragged into my mouth.

I repeated taking drags without inhaling five more times, alternating between looking down at my first cigarette and the smoke that it was spewing, and watching myself suck on it in the mirror.

The taste accumulating on my tongue could best be simply described as "Dirty." Kayla said that it was an acquired taste. You have to want to learn how to enjoy tasting Dirty. Smelling Dirty. Feeling Dirty.

The Lung Cancer PSA continued to loop as I studied the smoke oozing tar stain on the filter of my first cigarette.

"Inhaling cigarette smoke decreases my blood oxygen level. Inhaling cigarette smoke decreases my lung function. And every time I inhale cigarette smoke, I increase my chances of dying from lung cancer. I absolutely should not start smoking!"

I tapped the ash off my cigarette for the first time. I made the ashtray Dirty. I made my mouth Dirty. I made my air Dirty. I made my environment Dirty. I made my hair and clothes Dirty. I made my body Dirty.

I thought of Dream Kayla from the night we were reunited. "Do it Baby...go on, KIll yourself..."

I took another soothing long sip of wine, set down the glass, and brought my filthy Demon Lover to my newly toxic lips for the seventh time.

I turned towards the mirror, and watched myself take the first drag that I would ever deliberately try to inhale. "Not too much..." I thought as I plucked the girly lipstick stained coffin nail from my very pre-meditated and willing kiss, and again let the poison linger in and corrupt my mouth. I exhaled the air in my still pink and vibrant lungs through my nose as I'd seen Kayla do with her decaying lungs, and then snapped my lips open, thrust my diaphragm down, threw my shoulders back, and inhaled as quickly and as deeply as I could.

The seventh drag of my first cigarette rushed down through my virgin oropharynx, over my virgin vocal cords, down my virgin trachea, down into each and every branch of my virgin bronchial tree, and all the way to the outermost reaches of the virgin alveolar bundles in each of the five lobes of my virgin lungs.

I watched myself in the mirror go wide-eyed at the hot smothering sensation of Death filling my chest.

The Lung Cancer PSA continued to strobe on my expanded ribcage and exposed breasts and I started to exhale slowly. At first, nothing came out, but as the narrator of the PSA admonished sternly "You're one cigarette closer to cancer..." a very visible and significant plume of Virginia Slims smoke flowed out through my Dirty dark red glossy lips.

And I didn't cough...at least not right away.

There was this dull ache inside me that began to spread outwards from deep in my chest, and I spent a few moments concentrating on not coughing and breathing as normally as I could for someone who's lungs were on fire and rapidly descending into acute bronchospasm. And the full reality of what I'd just done hit me as my poor virgin respiratory tract sent the signal to my diaphragm and intercostal muscles to convulse to try to force out all of the carcinogenic sticky filth I'd just deliberately put into it.

Hacking, wheezing, and racked with pain that got worse the more I coughed, I was suddenly also hit with a wave of nausea that sent me running for the toilet. I dropped the lipstick-stained butt into the bowl where it made a sharp "pop" as it hit the water and went out, after which I promptly puked.

When I'd regained my composure and flushed, I heard the audio from the Lung Cancer PSA still playing in the living room: "Every cigarette makes you sick..." I started to laugh and stood up to look at myself in the bathroom mirror. My skin was as white as my robe, and my lipstick was smudged on my cheek where I'd drug my hand across my my mouth after throwing up.

I thought about the dull ache inside my chest as I gently washed my hands and face, brushed my teeth, and gargled.

I'd made my choice.


Kayla's Lungs, Part 6

January 9, late afternoon

Epidemiologists refer to an organism that transmits an infectious disease to another organism as a "Vector." I've thought a lot about this idea over the last few days.

Cigarette smoke is a colloidal suspension of hot carcinogenic tar particles and toxic gasses, and inhaling it amounts to deliberate, premeditated poisoning and self-mutilation. Epidemiologically speaking, cigarette smoking is not an infectious disease.

And yet I feel infected. Infected by Kayla. Infected by the Darkness in Kayla's mind. Infected by the Darkness beneath Kayla's soft round beautiful breasts and the nipples that I now long to lick and suck. Infected by Kayla's hyper-narcissistic and hyper-feminine selection of Death Sticks. Infected by the Desire to know and share in the experience of what Kayla's lungs feel like as she destroys them one drag at a time.

Infected by the sudden breathtaking involution of Fear into Lust.

Kayla – Virginia Slims Poster Girl. Kayla – Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, Emphysema Vector.

Poisoned, reeling, and utterly overwhelmed and exhausted, I crawled into my bed and dropped into a sleep made restless and vivid by the nicotine and carbon monoxide coursing through the blood in my brain. The perfect state of intoxication for dreaming soaking wet dreams of Kayla...

A warm summer evening. I was standing about ten feet away from Kayla on the street. We were downtown, in the city, and no matter where I walked or stood, it seemed that I never got closer to her than ten feet, and Kayla didn't acknowledge me in any way, behaving as if we were complete strangers riding an elevator together.

Kayla was dressed to the nines for a hot night out – bare silky legs and arms, long silky dark hair up in a messy bun, pink stilettos, short black leather skirt, and a pink and black polka dot silk midriff tank over a pink bra. She wore an elegant long strand of pearls and pearl pendant earrings, and through the shiny translucent pink plastic of her novelty clutch, several boxes of Virginia Slims Gold Pack 120s and two black Bic lighters were visible amidst her compact, lipstick, keys, perfume, and wallet.

I had a perfect view of Kayla in profile as she extracted and dangled one of her hyper-narcissistic and hyper-feminine Death Sticks between her dark violet lips and lit it up. Kayla French inhaled her long, wanton drag, then turned, and started to walk away from me. Her pink stilettos clicked on the concrete as she began to heel her way down the sidewalk. I followed her as she trailed the smoke from the Virginia Slims 120 smoldering in her slim fingers next to her chic leather skirt. I followed her as Kayla exhaled her sweet filth into the air in front of her and it flowed around and over her head and slender neck and shoulders and drifted back to me. I followed her as she took drag after drag, as she repeatedly flicked the ashes off her lipstick stained butt, as her chest expanded with Death Stick gas against the gauzy silk of her tight form fitting top over and over again.

Kayla stopped periodically to check out the clothing in the window displays at the various upscale boutiques lining the street, and whenever she did, she'd give me another perfect profile view of her favorite ultimate self-indulgence., She'd take another of her typical extra long drags, either snap or French inhale it, and let out a massive plume of air pollution even more concentrated and dangerous than what the cars and busses and trucks in the street behind her were spewing.

As I followed her, a gentle breeze always seemed to push Kayla's Virginia Slims smoke, mixed with her perfume and Hot Chick pheromones, right into my face.

Just as she had completely burned down and inhaled all the havoc that her 120 mm Death Stick had to offer her, Kayla arrived at her destination, The Public Science Museum. As she heaved out her breasts and deeply inhaled the last and most toxic drag from her Virginia Slims, Kayla dropped the tar soaked lipstick stained spent butt on one of the broad steps in front of the museum, and crushed it out under the toe of her pink stiletto. Crushing it out left a burn on the beige leather of the sole that was visible as she climbed her way toward the Doric Greek colonnade that sheltered the main entrance.

I looked up to see a large banner announcing the current exhibition hanging between the two central columns; it read: "The American Lung Association Presents: You've Come a Long Way, Baby / The Lungs of Virginia Slims Smokers".

I climbed the steps and crossed through the colonnade behind her, and followed Kayla into the museum, through the foyer and past the ticket windows, and up a large marble spiral staircase, which was lined with high-resolution enlargements of Virginia Slims print advertising from the late 60s on, suspended on wires from the ceiling above.

As Kayla arrived at the entrance to the main gallery in the central atrium on the second floor, the clicking of her heels on the marble stopped suddenly and rapidly echoed into silence. I turned from the print ad I was glancing at to see why she'd stopped, and looked up to see Kayla standing face to face with a life size lucite statue of a beautiful young woman, naked and completely transparent except for what appeared to be real human lungs suspended inside her chest cavity. Kayla and the statue were almost the same height and build, and I couldn't help but think that their lungs were probably very similar in shape and size.

First, Kayla read the plaque suspended next to the statue, and then she took a long moment staring at the statue's face, and then her eyes slowly moved down to her chest. After a few seconds, Kayla's breathing became more rapid and deep as her eyes probed the scene in front of her. She bent forward and looked closely into the chest of the statue, and it took several long minutes before her breathing started to return to normal as her eyes continued to devour the lungs inside it . Eventually, she stood back up, smiled, turned, picked up a program from the fanned pile on the lucite table just outside the vestibule of the gallery entrance, and began to leaf through it as she clicked her pink stilettos into the darkened chamber beyond.

I walked right over to the program table and quickly took one, forcing myself to read the introduction before I allowed myself to take in the statue on the landing that Kayla had obviously just been so moved by:

The American Lung Association Presents: You've Come a Long Way, Baby / The Lungs of Virginia Slims Smokers"

Here we seek to perfect the union of external image and hidden reality in the anatomical legacy of one particular group of women. This special group of women selected Virginia Slims cigarettes with which to destroy their lungs. All succeeded to varying degrees.

Some died in traffic accidents, or of other causes not related to smoking. Some died of causes directly related to smoking. Some died of lung cancer. Some died of emphysema.

All, however, have lungs with a clear story to tell – the story of a Virginia Slims cigarette smoker.

Each Virginia Slims smoker's lungs and trachea were lovingly removed as quickly as possible post mortem, and were carefully preserved to retain as much of their actual in vivo appearance as possible. And we've also developed proprietary advanced 3D imaging software to create the lucite tribute to the woman's body to whom the lungs and trachea belonged. We carefully position her actual tissues accurately within her tribute form, and we're committed to posing and styling each form to project maximum sex-appeal, sophistication, and femininity, right down to the precisely replicated pack in one hand, and precisely replicated cigarette in the other of her favorite style and length of Virginia Slims cigarettes.

We've taken special care to select a broad exposure range of Virginia Slims smoker's lungs for this exhibition, affording the viewer the opportunity to witness and compare what the process of smoking Virginia Slims cigarettes does to the lungs of the woman who smokes them over the course of her life.

We hope that you allow these women and their lungs to affect you, and that you remember and enjoy the time you spend with them today for the rest of your life.

I began to get wet as I finally allowed myself to look at the model statue, her lungs, and the plaque next to her, which read:

"Point of Reference Model / Zero Pack-Years of Cigarette Smoke Exposure"

There was a short biography that stated that the woman whose lungs were displayed for all the world to see had been killed in a skiing accident at the age of 23, and had never smoked a cigarette in her life.

The woman was beautiful, posed naked and simply with her hands on her hips, weight shifted onto one knee, head cocked slightly and playfully to the side, with a warm smile on her face. Her lungs and trachea were pink and perfect. Like Eve herself before The Fall, I couldn't help but think.

I suddenly realized that no one else seemed to be in the museum, and it made me feel very self-conscious and guilty...like I was in a stranger's house uninvited, and I might be discovered at any time.

I crept into the vestibule of the darkened gallery and stopped in the shadows, suddenly very afraid to go in.

I heard Kayla's heels clicking softly as she made her way through the darkness to the outer rim of one of the numerous pools of light inside near the entrance. The massive gallery was filled with them, each one illuminating an individual lucite statue that glowed softly. Each statue stood on a short pedestal with internal lights shining upwards on it from below, and with a tight spotlight shining down on it from above. And each statue had a big comfortable bench positioned in front of it so that the viewer could spend as much time looking at the model and her lungs as she or he wanted to.

I was frozen. I so desperately wanted to go in, but I simply couldn't move.

And the longer I stood there with the realization of what I was seeing sinking deeper and deeper into my mind, the more paralyzed and aroused I became. Even from a distance it was apparent that there was definitely a progressive transition from the entrance to the back of the gallery. Pairs of female lungs and tracheas ranged from yellow to brown to black, and from recognizable to twisted to deformed within the torsos of each of the statues. And each one of them proudly held a pack of Virginia Slims and a lighter in one hand, and a Virginia Slims either between the index and middle fingers of the other hand...or firmly between her lips mid-drag or lighting up. All were posed in an appealing way – ranging from elegant to playful, and many of them reminiscent of the model poses in the Virginia Slims print ads lining the stairwell. Although all of them were naked, as if each was a contemporary transparent Greek Goddess.

I closed my eyes, on the verge of fainting, and I heard and felt my heart pounding in my chest and ears as I dripped down my thighs.

When I opened them again, I was sitting on the warm stone of the steps in front of the museum. The sun had just gone down. Disoriented, I looked down and saw Kayla's tar clogged lipstick stained butt between my feet. In the spot where she'd crushed it out with her pink stiletto, she dragged her toe a bit and made a black streak on the step radiating out from the butt. Kayla left a little smear and wad of carcinogenic gunk for the world to enjoy after she was done enjoying smearing carcinogenic gunk throughout her sick little lungs.

I heard clicking approaching behind me. "There you are!" Kayla threw her arms around me, and I felt her press her breasts against my back as I smiled, reached up to take her silky bare forearms in my hands, and kept looking down at her obscenely filthy looking Virginia Slims 120s butt.

Suddenly, the dream shifted completely, and Kayla hovered naked over me on my bed.

She straddled my stomach upright on her knees with her crotch spread against my belly button. Kayla tossed her long dark hair off of the pale, oxygen starved skin of her delicate shoulder, produced her box of Virginia Slims Gold Pack 120s and black Bic lighter, and began to rock back and forth slightly on my stomach, as I felt her smooth long warm legs holding me down firmly.

"So...what ARE you?! Some kind of lezzie perv who likes to eye-hump a girl while she's just trying to enjoy a cigarette on the street?!"

"Yes. I am." I broke out into a huge smile.

Kayla smiled, winked at me, lit up, took a long cheek-hollowing drag, and heaved out her luscious firm juicy breasts as she took the hot poison cloud deep into her chest. I felt Kayla get instantly wet, and she rocked back and forth against my body a little more. With thick jets of smoke flowing from her adorable little nose between each drag, Kayla quickly took two more cheek-hollowing drags in a row, packing her prematurely decaying lungs with an extra nasty dose of more than 4000 chemicals. When her bursting alveoli couldn't hold any more toxins, Kayla quickly leaned forward, pinched my nose closed with her free hand, forced my mouth open with her tar slathered tongue, locked her lips on mine, and forcefully exhaled the dense cloud of Virginia Slims smoke that wasn't absorbed by her filthy respiratory tract right into my lungs.

Kayla was performing the opposite of CPR on me. Kayla was performing CPD on me. Cardiopulmonary Destruction.

Kayla started to gush on my abdomen, making it slick and fragrant, and smothering me with her Hot Chick pheromones.

I began to gush as I felt my lungs strain and ache with Kayla's penetrating chemical assault on my body.

Kayla let go of my nose, and we kissed hungrily with our toxic tongues exploring each other's filthy mouths as jets of Virginia Slims smoke tickled my sinuses and escaped slowly through my nose.

Kayla leaned back, disturbing the heavy colloidal suspension of hot carcinogenic tar particles and toxic gasses that bathed our naked fragile bodies. She held up her rapidly smoldering glamour-length Death Stick next to her smiling face, and giggled playfully. "Since you didn't have the berries to actually follow me into the exhibition... "

And with that, she placed her slender fingers gently between my breasts. I felt a shock pass through my body, and I looked down at my chest to see that it had become transparent. My lungs were still pink and smooth and like fine translucent foam trapped in a plastic bag. Just like "Eve" at the museum.

Kayla's eyes went wide with playful mock surprise as she stared at my chest. "Oh MY! Would you just LOOK at these pretty pretty clean pink lungs! Do you wanna see what I've got going on in here? Do you wanna see MY lungs? DO YA?! Are you SURE?!!!"

I smiled and enthusiastically nodded "Yes."

Kayla took my hand and placed it between her breasts, and just as I felt her rapid, poisoned heartbeat with the tip of my middle finger, Kayla's chest became transparent as well.

And there they were, flanking her poor little nicotine and carbon monoxide strained heart. The secret hidden places beautiful Kayla gets off on repeatedly and relentlessly abusing.

Kayla's lungs looked considerably different than mine. Kayla's lungs were grayer, and slightly less smooth and foamy, and more granular in appearance. A faint patina of yellow-brown tar reached from her trachea to deep into her airways, all the way to the outer alveolar bundles in Kayla's respiratory tract.

All that, after only three and a half pack-months of Virginia Slims exposure! Puff after puff. Cigarette after cigarette. Pack after pack. Day after day. Every drag she takes makes her lungs and body sicker, and sicker, and sicker.

Kayla beamed at me lovingly as I studied her lungs and compared them to mine. Her first three hungry, indulgent drags had reduced the first inch of her Virginia Slims 120 to ash, so she tapped it off before taking another ravenous drag.

I watched Kayla's lungs and chest shrink as she exhaled through her nose, only to expand rapidly as she parted her lips and flooded them with the massive drag she'd just taken. I watched the nearly opaque mass of Virginia Slims smoke rush down her trachea, and then occupy and define the countless branches of her bronchial tree. Kayla held her breath and let the smoke nestle deep inside her body, and I watched the slight vacuum in her outer alveolar bundles draw the toxic mist into them, clearly defining the five lobes of her petite diseased girly-girl lungs.

Kayla threw her head back and contracted her chest, and I watched the hot cloud of carcinogens coalesce and rush back up through Kayla's respiratory tract and out her painted toxic lips like a depraved living smokestack.

With her hot juices now dripping down her thighs and all over the front and sides of my abdomen, Kayla looked down at me, smiled, and began caressing my transparent breasts. And as she did, I noticed that there was still a lot of residual Virginia Slims smoke moving back and forth throughout her bronchial tree with her normal tidal breathing, long after she'd exhaled. I watched it dissipate slowly as the excess mucous in Kayla's lungs absorbed it.

Kayla brought the smoke-oozing lipstick and tar stained filter of her Virginia Slims 120 to my lips and cooed: "C'mon...take a drag Baby...we both know that you want to make your pretty pretty clean pink lungs SICK and DIRTY like mine..."

I replicated the massive drag and snap inhale that Kayla had just performed without any difficulty. With the tar from my first cigarette still fresh and foul on my palate despite brushing my teeth and gargling before I went to bed, my mouth watered and I tasted the drag I took in the dream. And I felt it burning its way deeper and deeper through my trachea and bronchial tree as I looked down and saw my lungs becoming opaque with carcinogens just as Kayla's had. Kayla smiled and watched my lungs fill with Death as she teased my rock hard nipple with her index finger. I felt the weakness spread outward throughout my body in waves from the tightness in my chest, and I gushed again as I smiled and exhaled an impossibly huge cloud of Virginia Slims smoke slowly into Kayla's face.

"Oooooooooh...that's so BAAAAAAAD for you Baby..." Kayla laughed and laughed and laughed...

I came hard and repeatedly, and as the tremors echoing throughout my body pushed me back to consciousness, I heard myself moaning and gasping for breath alone in the Dark.

I coughed, and tasted a few milligrams of burnt wet Virginia Slims sludge suspended in the respiratory mucous on my tongue, and I smiled.


Kayla's Lungs, Part 7

January 10, late morning

Shortly after it got dark last night I walked over to Kayla's to pick up my car. It was warmer than it has been, a welcome respite from the bitter cold of the past few weeks, and as I made my way comfortably through the now familiar streets between Kayla's apartment and mine, I thought of the spring and summer to come. I pictured Kayla as I did in my dream night before last when I followed her through the city to the "Virginia Slims Lungs" exhibition at the museum – wearing sheer, short, gauzy, feminine things, much of the bare porcelain skin of her (at least outwardly) perfect body shamelessly exposed and lovingly caressed by balmy air and the lingering eyes of countless admirers.

As I walked I thought to myself that this would be Kayla's first spring and summer as a smoker. The girl I knew in high school never wore the things I imagined her wearing now. But the woman she's become gets off on repeatedly banging her lungs with Virginia Slims, and a woman who is comfortable enough with her body to slowly, sensually, and dramatically destroy it seems like she would also likely be the sort of woman comfortable enough with her body to flaunt it. This certainly seems to be the case for Kayla, and turning this thought over in my head sent a shiver of excitement through me…not that I wasn't a bundle of excitement already.

When I was close enough to see Kayla's building, I noticed that the lights in her apartment were off. I was reflexively disappointed, but then quickly felt relieved. I hadn't seen her since our "conditioning session" on her couch, my subsequent realization that I'm a lesbian, and of course, my first deliberate pre-meditated infliction of tar and nicotine and carbon monoxide on my own freshly deflowered and abused lungs. There was just so much that I still needed to process, as well as a bunch of things that I wanted to do before I saw her again.

As I approached my car, I noticed that there was an envelope under the windshield wiper blade on the driver's side. As I reached down and freed it, the now familiar blend of Estée Lauder and carcinogens found my nose. It was a note from Kayla, of course:

"Hey Baby – I can't wait to hear how things are going with you! But I will, because I know that what you're going through right now takes time. Call me whenever the mood strikes! Hope you're having FUN! – K." She'd written it in pink ink, drawn a little heart after "Hey Baby," and kissed the paper just below "K" with dark pink lipstick.

I shivered, smiled, and replied softly aloud "I am." I kissed my right index fingertip and pressed it to Kayla's lipstick stain before slipping her note back into the envelope and into the outer pocket of my jacket. I wanted her so badly in that moment that it felt like I'd been punched in the chest, and even though I've never been with anyone before, or really have ever wanted to be with anyone before, all of my instincts tell me that we could be together. Maybe it's just wishful thinking, but the thrill of what could be has me walking on air.

I couldn't stop smiling as I unlocked my car and hopped in. I had some Christmas cash to spend. I'd decided that I was in need of some new clothes…among other things, and thought that I might do a little shopping. But as I settled into the driver's seat and turned on the ignition and waited for the engine to warm up, it dawned on me that I had no idea where to begin. I sat there listening to the engine steadily pumping poisons through the tailpipe into the quiet evening air and thinking about Kayla and the strange lingering toxic taste of Virginia Slims tar still coating my mouth from the night before. Eventually I decided to give up on the shopping trip for the time being and just drive around a bit and head back home.

After sleeping in late and generally slobbing around all day essentially passing time and giving my body a chance to recover from my first cigarette the night before, and after getting some fresh air on the walk over to Kayla's, I was feeling decidedly better physically. Almost normal. And realizing that I felt this way, I suddenly had a strong urge to see how well my lungs might tolerate their second round of deliberate, premeditated abuse. I laughed at the strange thought that my response to feeling better after making myself sick was wanting to make myself sick again.

For no particular reason, I decided to take a different route back to my apartment than I had before, and on an unfamiliar side street, I spotted a shop in the basement of an old brownstone building that I'd heard about once but had never visited. Below several stories of apartments in the sprawling basement was a walk-down entrance beneath an aging painted and dimly lit sign that read "Veritas Scientific Supply." I saw that they were open, and on a whim, decided to stop. The store specializes in a wide selection of laboratory and "hands-on" educational resources – tools, instruments, models, posters, charts, microscopic slides, and preserved specimens – and was tailored to K-12 science educators, especially biology teachers.

As I made my way down the stairs and stepped into the interior, I was met by bright fluorescent lights and the faint but unmistakable aroma of formaldehyde, and an old fashioned small brass bell mounted to the door jingled to announce my entrance. A very friendly woman who looked to be in her 40s suddenly appeared as she rounded a tall bank of well worn wooden shelves. "Good evening! Can I help you?"

"Hi. I'm a bio student at the U, I heard about your store, and I just wanted to check it out, if that's OK?"

"Absolutely! We offer a 10% discount with a student ID. Feel free to look around, and if you have any questions, or can't find something that you're looking for, please don't hesitate to ask. I'll just be around the corner here if you need me."

I thanked her, smiled, and began to look around. As I perused the vast selection of dissection kits, waxed trays, microscopes, slides, beakers, flasks, and test tubes near the entrance, I heard the shop keeper humming softly to herself as she stocked and tidied a display several aisles over. And this sense of deep calm settled over me for the first time since I'd returned from Christmas Break. The dorky kid in me was delighted by all of these shiny new toys on the shelves in front of her, artifacts and reminders of the simpler psychological place that all bright "good" kids live in. That straightforward place where the only thing that seems to matter is studying and taking tests and making "As" and being praised for being bright and being "good," and doing it all over and over and over again.

I continued to browse charts detailing the periodic table, Krebs Cycle, phases of mitosis, carbon cycle, and taxonomy, shelf after shelf of preserved frogs, various and sundry animal organs, fetal pigs, ant farms, aquaria, terraria, plastic human anatomical models, and on and on. As I did, I became lost in an unexpected blissful reverie of childhood memories and the innate sense of wonder at the miracle of Life in all it's infinite diversity and expression.

When I finally made my way all the way around the store I ended up at the display across from the front counter that the shop keeper had been working on when I first came in. And as I turned to look at it, the equivalent of a school bell began ringing inside my head that abruptly ended my childish psychological recess.

There was a sign above the shelves identifying the section as "Health Education." Approximately half of the materials were devoted to smoking, with the remainder being divided between alcohol and drug abuse. I was glad that I was alone when I'd gotten there, because I'm sure that I flushed and went wide-eyed when I first saw it. In case the shop keeper could see me, or came back to the section suddenly, I decided to make a concerted effort to spend as much time looking at the alcohol and drug abuse sections as seemed reasonable, until I finally allowed myself to look through the smoking section as coolly and nonchalantly as I could. As I did, I felt the now familiar rush of free fall in the pit of my stomach, equal parts intense anxiety and growing arousal.

Most of the anti-smoking books, posters, and displays were cartoonish and designed for young children. But there were three items designed for high school and young adults that thoroughly frightened and fascinated me. The first was a life size plastic model of a smoker's lung that could be opened and held in your hands, designed to show chronic bronchitis, emphysema, and cancer. The second was a table top display made of a cardboard bust of an attractive blonde woman with inflatable latex lungs attached to the front of her chest – one made black, emphysematous, and cancerous by smoking, and one pink and normal – called, rather ridiculously, "Lou-Wheeze." The third was a laminated "Dangers of Smoking" poster that contained numerous illustrations within and around the silhouette of an attractive female figure detailing all of the different ways that cigarette smoking destroys the tissues and organs of the human body over time.

The plastic smoker's lung model and "Lou-Wheeze" table top display each cost several hundred dollars, but the "Dangers of Smoking" poster only cost $22.50 with my student discount, and I decided that I had to have it, although I was terrified that my bizarre secret motivations for wanting it might somehow be apparent to the shop keeper. But then I realized that I could just tell her the entirely probable story that I was getting the poster for a student teaching project. As I reached out to grab one of the sealed tubes below the display, I felt my heart pounding in my chest and again tasted the caustic lingering stain of Virginia Slims tar in my mouth as it went dry. I steadied my nerves and approached the counter, and thankfully had a minute to compose myself before the shop keeper emerged from a back room while studying something on a clipboard.

She looked up immediately once she noticed me. "I'm so sorry! I certainly hope you weren't waiting long?"

"No, not at all; I just got here. Your store is awesome! Thanks so much for letting me look around!"

"Thank you! Did you find everything you needed?"

"Absolutely; I'm sure I'll be back, and I definitely plan to tell my student teacher friends about this place." I congratulated myself on deftly executing my crafty little lie, although I'm sure she probably couldn't possibly have cared less why I was buying the particular item I was buying.

"Thank you; we'd really appreciate that."

She smiled, took my student ID and debit card, applied my discount, and rang up my poster without commenting on it at all. As she did, I stood there really looking at her for the first time. Her mousy brown hair was cut short like mine, but with flecks of grey. No makeup or jewelry. Simple functional clean androgynous clothes. A pair of simple reading glasses hung around her neck on a simple chain. Other than the hint of a few slight lines at the corners of her eyes, she appeared to be robust, healthy, and fit. Her teeth were very white. Given the serious cross country Nikes she was wearing, she's almost certainly a runner. I have several pairs of the exact same style. I was suddenly caught off guard by the feeling that I was looking at one very plausible potential future version of myself, although given the events of the last few days, a potential future version of myself that now seems increasingly unlikely.

"Are you alright?"

I snapped out of my unexpected distracted musings with the sudden realization that I was unintentionally staring at her rather rudely. "Oh yes…sorry…I was thinking about a friend of mine because I just realized that you remind me of her…"

I smiled and apologized again, she handed me my ID, debit card, receipt, and poster, we exchanged parting pleasantries, and I made my way back to my car with my perverse little treasure tucked safely beneath my arm.

Given my newfound intense fascination with smoking, all sorts of different random memories have started popping into my head that never really had any particular relevance to me before. And as I drove home, I started thinking about cigarette advertising, which I recall hearing a lot of chatter about in the news while I was growing up. I have vague recollections of a smattering of magazine ads for cigarettes here and there, although I can't really remember any of them, since I never really paid any attention to them before.

Once I got back to my apartment, I opened my laptop and quickly found the Stanford School of Medicine Tobacco Advertising Archive and it's vast repository of various and sundry pitches over the decades designed to tempt human beings to light up and to keep lighting up. The collection is sorted and categorized in many different ways, but for obvious reasons, I was immediately drawn to the section on "Women's Cigarettes," and was delighted to find that the bulk of it was comprised of print ad scans for Virginia Slims from the late 1960s through 2000.

As I began to dig into this treasure trove of banned imagery, another random memory popped into my head – a catchy little song by one of the many folk singers that my mom and dad always seemed to be listening to when I was a kid, "Advertising Man" by David Wilcox. I remember thinking that it was kind of goofy, and still do, but after tracking it down and listening to it again, it took on a decidedly different appeal for me:

"If you want some real contentment
To live life at it's best
You can buy these dried tobacco leaves
To breathe into your chest
And then look up at the billboard
While all the promises come true
For you…

"You'll laugh with every lungful
As the change comes over you…

"So look up at the billboard
See her smiling, sexy, and tan
But the only one who's laughing
Is the advertising man…

"I guess they're makin' easy money
And climbing up the rungs
From selling us a parasite
That's feeding on our lungs…

"Now crack will kill you quickly
That's why it's got to go
They'll get more of your money
If they kill you nice and slow…"

The Stanford Archive is obviously intended as a public health reference resource. But like my motivations for buying the "Dangers of Smoking" poster now tacked to the wall above my desk, I clicked my way enthusiastically through the collection, completely aware that I was using this well-intended resource for reasons that would absolutely horrify those who provided it. And there was that familiar sensation again, the one that I've had again and again over the last week – the feeling that's basically a little voice in the back of my head wordlessly droning: "I shouldn't be here. I shouldn't be doing this. I'm going to get caught. I'm going to be punished. I deserve to be punished. This is WRONG."

And yet it feels so amazingly GOOD somehow…to be doing something so completely WRONG.

I surfed through the slick and sophisticated Virginia Slims "come ons" for hours and hours, and saved each one to a folder on my laptop. And once I'd downloaded every one that I could find on the site, I opened them all as a looped full screen slideshow and began to let the words and images soak into my brain like carcinogenic tar into bronchial epithelium.

As I sat there studying them, it occurred to me that these print ads were never really intended to be viewed in this way. I remember reading or hearing at some point that print advertising is designed to make a largely subconscious impression in the fraction of a second or so that it takes for you to flip past one while you're sitting in a waiting room somewhere. But what I was doing felt overwhelmingly Decadent. Absolutely Evil. How else can you describe it when you deliberately go looking for a concentrated dose of Seduction created by those whose only interest is in making money by enticing you to kill yourself?

The Devil is an impossibly beautiful woman with countless different faces who remains forever young and vital across time. She stands and walks and dances and sits and poses, her body enticing and perfect. She flashes you an irresistible smile, her teeth white and perfect. She looks into your soul, her eyes sparkling and perfect.

And she wants you. ALL of you. She wants your lungs. She wants your life.

The freshly lit long slim coffin nail poised between her long slim fingers is ripe with the promise of so much forbidden potential…so much pleasure…so much destruction. In the midst of everything else on the page, it stands as an exclamation point designed to focus your entire impression of her – about who she is, about where she's been, about where she's going. Her story becomes a silent siren song that sends thorny tendril hooks deeper and deeper into your bleeding imagination the longer you look. Until the Seduction blossoms and reels you in.

And you want her. ALL of her. You want her lungs. You want her life.

I kept coming back to one particular incarnation of the Devil, an early Virginia Slims ad from 1972, probably because the model's features actually resemble mine a little, at least in a "long lost aunt time warp" kind of way, although she was the essence of "girly-girl-ness," as all Virginia Slims models were. She had really long hair in a very elaborate updo, and was wearing a lot of makeup, strappy high heels, funky 70s jewelry, and a very frilly floral dress.

What drew me to this ad was not only the model, but also the text that it featured. Or actually, I guess I should say the juxtaposition of the text that it featured. What I'm talking about can really be found in just about any cigarette ad, but for some reason, it really struck me in this one. On the one hand is the ad copy "come on," and on the other are the mandated Surgeon General's Warning and Federal Trade Commission ("FTC") tar and nicotine content report.

After another quick web search, I learned what was meant when it said "by FTC method" in a cigarette ad. There were these big weird industrial laboratory smoking machines full of tubes and flasks and filters and condensers and suction pumps that they used to collect and analyze the smoke from rows and rows of burning cigarettes. These burning cigarettes were inserted into banks of collection port "mouths" that would drag on them in unison in a bizarre robotic simulation of mass human smoking.

In this ad, the Devil is a smiling seated ruffled bouquet of silk and bare limbs gushing visual pheromones masquerading playfully as innocence. With her tender naked right arm wrapped across the dark secret hidden places beneath her breasts, her right hand caresses her left shoulder where she wields her freshly lit exclamation point and it's promise of forbidden pleasure and destruction between her slim manicured fingers.

And then there's her story…the story that could be yours:

"Virginia Slims are the slimmer cigarettes made just for women. They're tailored slimmer to fit your hands and your lips."

And your lungs. Oh yes…your lungs.

"Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health."

Danger designed and tailored just for women…just for you.

"With rich Virginia flavor women like. 18 mg "tar," 1.3 mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method."

Rich hot sticky brown Virginia Slims carcinogens and addictive poisons repeatedly coating your tongue and your mouth and your slender throat and your lungs…milligram after milligram…puff after puff…cigarette after cigarette…day after day…pack after pack…week after week…carton after carton…year after year…until they kill you.

"You've come a long way, baby."

You can smoke. Oh yes…you can smoke. You can become a living/dying, breathing/wheezing human smoking machine. All you have to do is go out and pick up a pack of forbidden pleasure and destruction, stick one into your mouth "port," light it up, inhale repeatedly, and turn your girly little lungs into increasingly filthy and diseased tar and nicotine collection filters.

Why let the industrial robots at the FTC have all the fun? They can't die. But you can.

So I gathered up my laptop and Kayla's gifts – the perfumed and kissed note that she left on my car, the now open pack of Virginia Slims Gold Pack 120s with 19 fresh cancer sticks patiently waiting to deposit themselves in my lungs, as well as her lighter, ashtray, and tube of "Good to be Bad" glossy dark red lipstick. I arranged each carefully and lovingly on my desk below my new "Dangers of Smoking" poster. I got my hand mirror, poured myself of glass of wine, let my robe fall open so that I could touch myself freely, sat down, and began deliberately again.


Kayla's Lungs, Part 8

January 10, late morning (cont.)

My second cigarette ever was a real breakthrough for me!

I took about thirteen decent drags, and determined to press on ahead of schedule in my usual over-achieving way, I managed to inhale five of them, and one much deeper into my more virginal than not lungs than I ever have before. And I didn't cough. Well, not until thirty seconds or so after I'd mashed the lipstick-stained tar-laden slim butt out. Shortly thereafter I hacked and hacked and hacked for a good ten to fifteen minutes, hot stinging tarry Virginia Slims mucous filling my mouth over and over again.

But I didn't barf! I was so proud of myself. Sick.

The deepest inhale came on the very last drag I took, and I could feel it penetrating deep into my tiniest bronchioles like velvety strangulation, which thoroughly frightened and thoroughly excited me. I thought of the Virginia Slims model from 1972 with the giant pack between her bare thighs. I thought of her dirty brown rotting lungs. I thought about the FTC Method. I thought about the tar and nicotine collection "filters" inside my chest. And I exhaled slowly and deliberately at the brown rotting lungs in the center of the "Dangers of Smoking" poster above my desk.

I got very turned on. I got off. I took a shower. I went to bed.

As usual, I had deliciously vivid filthy Virginia Slims intoxicated dreams.

Almost as soon as I closed my eyes, Kayla was standing a few feet away staring down at me with a very hungry look in her eyes. We were in a medical exam room with a small reclining examination table fitted with vaginal exam stirrups. I was seated on a small rolling stool near the corner next to the closed door, and Kayla was standing between me and the end of the table. Instead of the usual all-over harsh fluorescent lighting, there was a single very bright and warmly colored spotlight shining down in a focused beam on the exam table from directly overhead, which strongly highlighted Kayla's silhouette. There were no other lights on in the room. The walls were dark. Behind the exam table was a large empty video display screen that faintly glowed a deep blue-black.

Kayla was wearing one of her favorite pairs of big geek-chic eyeglasses over very smokey eye makeup, with her long dark silky hair done up in a messy knot on the top of her head held in place by two very bright purple chopsticks. Her bangs and temple tresses and breakaway locks flowed in thick silky wild cascades around her delicate features and along her slender neck and over her pale bare shoulders. She was wearing a tight tailored midriff black silk tank and no bra, her nipples pushing clearly through the soft clingy fabric that moved easily with her breasts as she breathed fresh air over the Virginia Slims tar she's accumulated deep inside her chest. She wasn't wearing any panties, so everything from just below her loose pointy breasts, including the bottom of her slender ribcage, her tiny pale tight flat stomach, the gentle curves of her slender hips, all the way down to the enticing line of her supple pale bare thighs was completely naked, except for black sheer silk stockings, a garter belt, and 4" bright purple heels that matched the color of the chopsticks in her hair.

"I just love that you're so completely Queer, Baby…" She gave me a big smile wreathed in her full maroon lips, which really brought out the faint patina of yellow-brown Death coating her teeth. "…Queer for the filthy rush of Virginia Slims smoke banging your sick little lungs…and Queer for other filthy sick Virginia Slims lung banger Babes like me."

Her long nails, done in a traditional French manicure, flashed as Kayla reached down to pull her box of Virginia Slims Gold Pack 120s and black Bic lighter from the top of her silk stocking, and she continued to stare hungrily at me as she extracted an extra long cancer stick and planted it between her smiling lips.

Kayla climbed up onto the examination table and kept her eyes on me as she leaned back onto the partially reclined surface and loaded each of her bright purple pumps into a stirrup. Still dangling her unlit extra long dose of Death, now with traces of maroon lipstick on the tip, she reached down and placed a stethoscope microphone to the middle of her chest between her breasts under her tight midriff top.

Suddenly the sound of Kayla's breathing and heartbeat filled the room from speakers in the ceiling.

I slowly and carefully rolled the stool closer to her until my face was about two feet away from Kayla's beautiful little pale pussy. My view included the carefully waxed landing strip of her mons, her spread pink lips, bare ass cheeks, wide open slender thighs, and above…her black silk coated breasts gently moving up and down with her corrupted smoker's breathing, and her beautiful hungry face glowing in the light as she continued to dangle her unlit elegant Lady Killer, and to gaze at me intently.

And then she lit up.

Above Kayla's head, text appeared on the video screen the moment she brought the flame of her lighter to the tip of her Virginia Slims 120: "When you smoke a Virginia Slims 120, every drag you take shortens your lifespan by an average of 52 seconds."

And at the same time, a clear audible beep began to sound over the speakers when Kayla inhaled the first load of her Virginia Slims 120's lung cancer potential, and the beeping continued in addition to the stethoscope sounds of her quickening heartbeat and journey of the thick hot cloud of carcinogens rushing into and out of her deeply abused lungs.

And every time Kayla took a drag, and in the exact amount of time that it took for her to load her pretty painted mouth with a long nasty drag of cigarette smoke and cycle it deeply through her respiratory tract, a digital clock appeared on the screen above her head and counted down rapidly from 0:52 to 0:00 through the brightly lit cloud of virulent Virginia Slims smoke drifting above her. And then the screen above her head flashed "Lifespan Successfully Shortened."

This went on and on as Kayla wrapped her hungry maroon lips around her glowing shrinking coffin nail again and again, the beeping getting louder and stronger each time. And with every drag, I watched and smelled Kayla's glistening pussy, ass cheeks, and thighs get wetter, and wetter, and wetter. I watched Kayla's pink little clit swell and part her upper pussy lips, begging to be kissed and licked.

The thunder of Kayla's raging nicotine laced heartbeat and wheezing smoke filled airways, the mounting alarm, the countdowns, the "Lifespan Successfully Shortened" graphics, and the gathering thick toxic mass of Virginia Slims smoke smothering the tiny room wrapped themselves around my mind like tendrils drawing me ever closer to the edge of the Abyss.

Kayla hollowed her cheeks and inhaled hard and deep and looked like a wild animal in heat repeatedly beating off her sick brown horny lungs. Kayla's pussy had completely soaked the paper covering of the exam table, which was now dripping into a small puddle of hot sweet toxic Virginia Slims girl nectar on the linoleum floor below her.

She took her 23rd and final drag of the Virginia Slims Gold Pack 120 down to the filthy lipstick-stained tar-soaked filter, and snapped it deep down into her Lung Cancer Poster Girl tar-bags and broke out into a huge smile. With a heavily fuming needle-like half inch coal kissing the charred beginning of the filter, Kayla crushed out the intensely used butt in a small glass ashtray centered right on her tiny little belly button, as she slowly exhaled long thick deadly plumes of Virginia Slims smoke right into my face from the depths of her toxic lungs over the course of three cycles of breathing. The thick aroma of Kayla's deep wetness, mixed with the oppressive caustic waste spewing from her pretty painted mouth and adorable little nostrils strangled me with lust.

I ached with every fiber of my body to slide my tongue deep into her hungry wet blossom and taste her. But I couldn't move. I was frozen. I struggled and struggled to move...and then suddenly everything changed.

Kayla was gone. Her smoke was gone. Her nectar was gone.

I was now the one sitting back on the examination table with my legs up. But I was also still somehow sitting on the rolling stool in the corner watching myself do it. Sitting In The Corner Me was just plain old me. But Exam Table Me, reclining back comfortably with her feet up in the stirrups and her bare little pink naughty bits spread wide under the bright spotlight, was an entirely different version of me. Still me, but almost completely unrecognizable.

Exam Table Me had long wavy shoulder length hair with tasteful highlights and lowlights, gently sculpted brows, dark smokey eyes, and was wearing a thick shiny dark red coating of "Good to be Bad" lipstick. My nose was pierced with a thin gold wire hoop. I was wearing big gold 3" dangle hoop earrings and a tight black silk cameo choker with the initials "VS" in gold on a red floral oval pressed tight to the soft skin over my trachea. I had on a translucent black baby doll top that hung down to just above my navel over a red push up lace bra, and nothing else, except for the same bright purple 4" heels on my bare feet that Kayla had worn. I was neatly waxed and very smooth all over.

I looked so pale and hungry. Like a starved Vampire version of me. I looked fierce. Serious. In need.

I watched Exam Table Me repeat the little ritual that Kayla had done of placing the stethoscope microphone between my breasts beneath my bra and flowing baby doll top, and the acoustic tide of my breathing and heartbeat filled the room.

Exam Table Me gave Sitting In The Corner Me a big smile wreathed in full blood red lips, which really brought out the faint patina of yellow-brown Death coating my teeth. "You must realize that…THIS…is who you will become if you keep on deliberately inflicting cigarette smoke on your priceless fragile body. Don't you?"

Exam Table Me laughed tenderly at Sitting In The Corner Me, and then grabbed and opened a gold metallic clutch from a side table, quickly producing a pack of Virginia Slims Gold Pack Menthol 120s and a purple Bic lighter. Exam Table Me glanced down at the pack of cigarettes in her hands and then at Sitting In The Corner Me, smiled, and said "You're gonna try a lot of different kinds of suicide sticks, Baby. You're gonna become a serious cigarette smoker. You're gonna enjoy the rush of menthol cancer gas filling up your sick little lungs sometimes. Other times, your perverted disease bags will crave the destruction of sweet regular tar. You're gonna smoke every day. You're gonna quickly make your way up to a pack a day, and then you're just gonna smoke all day every day, but you're also gonna get off on smoking all day every day. You can't imagine how good it feels to deliberately snuff yourself a little with toxic carcinogens hundreds of times a day until you're completely on the downward spiral trip of smoking cigarette after cigarette after cigarette."

Exam Table Me shivered for a second and smiled when she heard the flip top box pop open under the pressure of her long blood red nails, then quickly and effortlessly extracted and sparked up a ridiculously long and incredibly self-indulgent Mentholated Cardiopulmonary Destruction Device.

As with Kayla, the text on the screen above Exam Table Me stated: "When you smoke a Virginia Slims 120, every drag you take shortens your lifespan by an average of 52 seconds."

The beeping was underway and I felt the warm flood welling up between my thighs. I watched my breasts heave up into the light, my future rotting brown smoker's lungs brimming with Virginia Slims Gold Pack Menthol 120s smoke just beneath them. I watched my nipples go hard as my breasts fell under the weight of my long slow exhale. I watched the digital clock on the video screen above Exam Table Me's head count down from 0:52 to 0:00, and then flash the "Lifespan Successfully Shortened" message.

"You know that the ONLY way you get to be me is to smoke…don't you Baby?" Exam Table Me puckered up long and hard on the Virginia Slims Menthol 120 and snapped a massive ball of thick mentholated diseases past my shiny dark blood red lips and deep into my sick rotting lungs. My nicotine and carbon monoxide spiked heartbeat and the onslaught of tar wheezing through my chest boomed through the speakers, with the alarm still growing louder…and louder...and louder…

Another intense drag. Another intense dramatic snap inhale of deliberately inflicted theoretical lifespan shortening. "The Danger gets me off." Exam Table Me hissed huskily as I deliberately held a big nasty tar-laden drag Virginia Slims Menthol 120s smoke deep in my lungs. I felt myself flush as Sitting In The Corner Me watched and listened to dirty Exam Table Me casually exhale big fat long plumes of lung cancer and heart disease and emphysema several times after every drag, like some kind of narcissistic toxic waste generator who would love nothing more than corrupt all of the healthy pink lungs the world over with her deliberate filthiness.

I look Hot. I look Confident. I look Mature. I look Sexy. I look Mysterious. I look Dangerous.

I can become Exam Table Me. I can do This. Exam Table Me could definitely be with Kayla.

I could be with Kayla…smoke Virginia Slims with Kayla whenever and wherever…French kiss Kayla's sweet toxic Virginia Slims mouth…lick and suck Kayla's sweet toxic Virginia Slims breasts and nipples…taste and pleasure Kayla's sweet toxic Virginia Slims pussy.

Exam Table Me could make love to Kayla for hours and hours and hours…and smoke and smoke and smoke…and die and die and die…

Suddenly I felt my very real middle finger sliding into my very real aching pussy, and became aware of the slick warm puddle soaking the sheets and coating my thighs and my ass.

I watched and listened to Exam Table Me continue to suck harder and harder and unleash onslaught after onslaught of Virginia Slims smoke on my delicate wasting respiratory tract, the alarm now shrieking over the hammering of my poisoned heart.

The base of my middle finger tickled my engorged clit as the tip pressed down on my G-spot, and I came and came and came in gasping tearful waves, eventually moaning "Oh Kayla..." over and over and over as I returned to consciousness.

I will relish the Risk of becoming another Future Tragic Female Smoking Statistic. I will deliberately become a heavy cigarette smoking woman, specifically because I know that it is the single worst possible thing I can do to my body and still do all the time, every day. I will be pretty and sexy and feminine with a deadly long lipstick-stained cigarette constantly smoldering between my slim fingers and ruining my body. I will be Hot.

I will be there with Kayla in tender moments as she lights up and kills herself. Kayla will be there with me in tender moments as I light up and kill myself. We will encourage each other to smoke more and more just by being together. We will deliberately watch each other smoke whenever we can. We will sit naked in candlelight smoking freely and looking longingly into each other's eyes as we stroke each other's hair and caress each other's faces. We will cradle a hand on each other's chest or back when we both take long hungry drags so that we can feel each other's ribcage expanding with deadly cigarette smoke. We will touch each other's breasts and tease each other's nipples as we exhale wave after wave of tidal carcinogens into each other's laughing faces. We will cough together. We will wheeze together. We will finger bang each other deeply as we take turns dragging and inhaling and exhaling Virginia Slims smoke back and forth through each other's poisoned lips and dying lungs until all of the tar hit has been completely absorbed by our combined bronchial tracts. We will kiss each other deeply and tenderly and passionately while we smoke.

We will both take great pleasure in dying, and in each other's dying. We will both take great pleasure in watching our lives go up in smoke with every forbidden cancer stick moment of our Sweet Doomed Affair.


Kayla's Lungs, Part 9

January 11, early afternoon

After I'd had some tea and journaled yesterday I decided that, between my sex-soaked bed and the accumulated items in my laundry basket, I'd better make a trip to the basement of my apartment building for some coin-operated "defunkification."

After I'd pulled on some sweats and flip flops, stripped my bed, and gathered everything up, I opened the door to my apartment and stepped into the fresh air of the hallway outside and immediately noticed the overwhelming smell of concentrated Virginia Slims tar wafting off of my skin, hair, and laundry, as well as the sweats that I was wearing.

And then I smelled my pussy juice all over the sheets. The sudden impact of these combined strong aromas startled and horrified me…and after a moment also started to make me horny all over again.

Feeling VERY naked on multiple levels, I hurried down the stairs to the basement as quickly as possible, and managed to get my laundry into the washers and rush back up to my apartment without running into any of my neighbors. I was panting lightly and sweating a bit as I slumped back against the interior of my closed apartment door.

The air inside my apartment was still and stale and reeked of sticky carcinogenic Virginia Slims tar after only two cigarettes.

Which means that the air inside my lungs reeks of sticky carcinogenic Virginia Slims tar after only two cigarettes.

Which means that my body reeks of sticky carcinogenic Virginia Slims tar after only two cigarettes.

"What you're doing is WRONG. You deserve to get CAUGHT. You deserve to be PUNISHED." There was that wordless voice inside my head again cutting the elevator cable in my belly.

"PUNISHED." I deserve to be PUNISHED.

Yes. I do. Because I'm BAD.

The reason why I'm BAD also happens to be my PUNISHMENT.

I get off on PUNISHING myself and being PUNISHED at the same time.

And then for the first time in my life, I thought and uttered aloud the words: "I need a cigarette."

The sun was streaming in through the windows in my apartment across my desk where I'd left my pack of Virginia Slims Gold Pack 120's, black Bic lighter, and ashtray. As I walked slowly towards it, I looked up again at the "Dangers of Smoking" poster above my desk, and had this incredible feeling of commitment as I continued to breathe and smell the stale, tarry air I'd put there.

My third cigarette ever. And just one week ago, I'd have never in a million years thought that I'd ever be a cigarette smoker.

Until Kayla came back into my life and her newfound love affair with cigarettes started killing me.

I thought about what future smoking dirty Exam Table Me from my dream said: "You know that the ONLY way you get to be me is to smoke…don't you Baby?"

The third cigarette of my life. And in less than 48 hours? It seemed like a milestone somehow. I thought at that moment that once I light that cigarette, I'm making a commitment to wanting to be able to fully do this completely Filthy thing. This completely Filthy thing that my Siren does, so that we can be together and be completely Filthy together.

Kayla, you did this to me. You're doing it to me. And I'm deeply and hopelessly in Lust with you for doing it.

Anyone can have a few too many drinks and try to smoke one or two cigarettes. But to light up your third and to want to inhale while both sober and with complete forethought…it felt like a threshold to me. It felt like an Invitation to something Dark.

I stripped off my sweats, sat down at my desk, and studied my reflection in the hand mirror I'd left propped up on it. I laughed at how bare faced and deceptively innocent I looked. It was almost as if I was expecting to see dirty Exam Table Me from my dream staring back at me instead. I watched my naked breasts move up and down slightly as my chest expanded and contracted repeatedly with the act of my normal breathing.

I continued to watch myself in the mirror as I reached down, opened up my first pack of cigarettes, extracted one, and then lifted and placed it between my lips. Even without lipstick or any makeup, the weight and look of the glamour length slim lung disease instrument hanging from my lips made me feel very feminine and sexy, which expressed itself instantly in the way I smiled, sat, and carried myself.

I had to light up. I was overwhelmed by the urge to light up. I watched myself do it as I did it.

I took a long first drag as I set the lighter down, and desperate to inhale it as deeply as I possibly could, trembled slightly, popped my lips open unexpectedly, and did the first tiny snap inhale of my life completely by accident.

And the feeling. Unlike anything else. Virginia Slims smoke burning my eyes, my lips, my tongue, my mouth, my nose, my throat, my trachea, my bronchi, my bronchioles, my alveolar bundles. Virginia Slims smoke deep down in my lungs. The pain. The weakness. The strangling. The poisoning. The paralysis. The rupturing. The tar. The nicotine. The carbon monoxide.

I had this expression on my face and in my eyes as if I'd just met the Devil.

I really started to completely understand it for the first time. The deep Head Trip of cigarettes. The whole Dirty Dangerous Lung Sex of smoking.

I successfully suppressed the urge to cough as I held the Virginia Slims smoke deep inside my lungs, and again felt a deep sense of accomplishment in maintaining my composure. After a few seconds, I slowly relaxed my diaphragm and intercostal muscles and released a substantial stream of carcinogenic gases up and out of my irritated respiratory tract and through my pursed lips. I watched my breasts start to fall as I exhaled directly at my reflection in the mirror until I momentarily disappeared behind a cloud of thick white toxic gases glowing in the sunlight.

I could feel my lungs screaming inside my chest, begging to know why I was doing this to them. I could feel waves of weakness spreading throughout the tissues of my body, like droplets of brown poison dissolving in a fountain. I could feel my bronchioles constricting and my chest getting progressively tighter and tighter. I could feel the poisons rushing through my bloodstream.

With hot fresh tar stinging my mouth, I decided to put my coffin nail down in my ashtray for a second and go to the kitchen to pour myself a fresh cup of tea. After a couple of quick sips, I couldn't wait to take another drag.

I watched the freshly lit smoldering Virginia Slims Gold Pack 120 approach my lips between my fingers. I studied the tar pattern radiating out from the center of the filter from my first drag for a moment, and then took a very focused quick drag with hollowed cheeks, and sucked it deep down into the mysteries within my chest. I watched my nipples get hard and my breasts heave outward and up as I felt the drag attack my lungs. I held my breath, and looked at the filter of my Virginia Slims again, which was now oozing smoke and was decidedly browner with tar following my second drag.

I promised myself that I wouldn't cough, and kept thinking to myself over and over: "Take it skank."

And I took it. I kept it together, didn't cough, and exhaled my cloud of Cancer and Heart Disease and Emphysema like any experienced Future Tragic Female Smoking Statistic. So proud. I PUNISHED myself completely with that drag. My lungs were shrieking now. The entire inside of my chest was on fire, and my heart was pounding furiously in my ears.

I set my extra long Virginia Slims down in the ashtray, and just watched the coal burn and spew toxic concentrated air pollution into the sunlight for a couple of minutes while I sipped my tea and waited for the spinning in my head to settle down.

I picked my Virginia Slims back up and held it up between my index and middle finger and smiled and vamped in the mirror for awhile as I thought again of dirty Exam Table Me.

"Take it skank. Take a long nasty drag of this Virginia Slims smoke and put it deep into the very last place that it belongs – my lungs." I said aloud and very assertively to my reflection.

So the third drag of my third cigarette went deep down into my lungs. And something amazing happened. It started to hurt less for a moment, and I held the terrifying mass of caustic gas deep down in my most sensitive and delicate respiratory tissues where they could do the most possible damage.

Then the relaxing Joy of releasing a big cloud of sticky carcinogens from my toxic depths started to take on an unimaginable charm.

As the drag hit home shortly after I'd finished exhaling, my brain began to swim with oxygen deprivation and nicotine, and my heart started pounding so furiously that I began to be afraid that I might have a heart attack, so I reflexively put out my Cardiopulmonary Destruction device. And while it was mostly unsmoked, the first part of it was smoked more than I'd ever smoked a cigarette before, and it was my first real glimpse into the complex experience of the Smoker's World…into Kayla's World…into Kayla's Precious Dying Sexy Lungs.

But less than sixty seconds after I'd put it out, the moment was over, and I ended up face down over the toilet hurling again, just like I had when I tried to smoke my first Virginia Slims 120. Once again, I was going too fast. I was pushing too hard. I wanted it too much.

I brushed my teeth, gargled, and washed my face. I threw myself on the couch amidst drifting tendrils of smoke lingering in the sunlight streamed air of my apartment and had an incredible buzz that lasted for about twenty minutes or so. And just about the time it started to wind down, my pulse started to return to normal. I sat up and realized that I would live to kill myself again. So exciting. So incredibly Exciting.

My chest, however, continued to feel like there was something desperately wrong deep inside it for hours after I deliberately and deeply inhaled those three drags. Not overwhelming. Not immediately life-threatening. But something desperately wrong just the same. Because there was something desperately wrong going on deep inside my chest. I'd deliberately filled it with Virginia Slims tar, with an endless smorgasbord of thousands of deadly combustion products, and my respiratory tract will never be completely healthy ever again.

I will never be completely healthy ever again.

Because I knew that I wanted to do it again on purpose even though my body was too weak to smoke again for awhile. In fact I knew that I wanted to do it again and again and again every day for the rest of my life, and couldn't wait to pervert my body into being able to do it whenever I wanted to do it.

"You know that the ONLY way you get to be me is to smoke…don't you Baby?"

I do.

I slipped back into my Virginia Slims reeking sweats and made my way back down to the laundry to put my stuff in the dryer, and ran into one of my neighbors who was also doing laundry – a woman who I recognized from one of my biology lectures last semester, but who I'd never spoken to before. At first, I was paranoid about the way I knew I smelled, since I assumed that she was a bio major, and probably not only didn't smoke, but was also understandably anti-smoking. But I happened to walk past her and catch a whiff of very fresh and very strong cigarette smoke tar on her, which both titillated me and put me at ease, essentially shifting one kind of stress for another of equal intensity.

We both politely said "Hi" and somewhat shyly avoided each other as we went about our respective laundry chores.

As I was pulling a handful of quarters out of my sweatpants pocket, I glanced over to see that she had her back mostly to me and was carefully focused on filling a washer with all sorts of different lacy bras and panties. And then I looked down at the laundry sorting table in the middle of the room next to her where she'd set her bottles of soap and fabric softener and purse down, and I saw that her purse was open. Inside was her iPhone, her bag of quarters, a white and black zebra striped Bic lighter, and an elegant greenish-blue flip top box pack of 100mm cigarettes with the words "Benson and Hedges Premium Menthol" printed on it in chic raised letters.

And then I took a moment to really notice her for the first time. Even though she was doing laundry, she was still wearing lipstick and eye makeup, several hoop earrings and a diamond stud in each ear, a very tight and revealing red tank top, cute black tights, and sandals with rhinestones. Her fingernails and toenails were painted deep violet. She was curvy and petite, with an adorable upturned nose, full lips, and long curly blonde hair.

And of course, brown rotting precancerous lungs beneath it all.

When I heard myself speak, it actually surprised me at first. "Didn't we have Taxonomy together last fall?"

She turned and looked at me, paused for a second, smiled, and said: "Oh yeah! I remember you! You used to always sit down front and take lots and lots of notes!"

I suddenly felt very self-conscious in my grubby sweats and flips flops and managed to offer "…geekazoid…" as I shrugged, blushed, and laughed nervously. I tried to recover by asking "Are you a bio major?"

"I'm a bio ed major. I want to teach middle school." She smiled.

Her phone rang. She'd finished loading the washer and had started the cycle, so she answered, looked at me, smiled, and mouthed "sorry" and gathered her bottles and purse and walked out of the laundry with her phone pinched between her shoulder and her head turned sideways, cascading curls of her long blonde Benson and Hedges Menthol tar stinking hair off to the side as it flowed behind her.

As I dropped the last quarter into the dryer and started it, it occurred to me that she probably didn't even notice the Virginia Slims stench all over me, since, like Kayla, she was probably even more deeply poisoned with cigarette smoke tar throughout her airways than I was, and as a result, was essentially immune to the awareness of just how acutely toxic and off-putting cigarette smoke smells. I had the thought again that it's likely that once you turn your body sufficiently toxic by smoking cigarette after cigarette, eventually introducing more of the same toxins probably feels less and less foreign, and more and more familiar.

As I climbed the stairs from the basement back to my apartment, I could feel the residual weakness in my body from smoking making my limbs feel heavier and less alive. I could feel the tightness in my inflamed and newly damaged lungs aching deeply inside my chest with every step I took. No one could possibly ever go through this process of starting to smoke and NOT know beyond any shadow of a doubt that they are destroying their lungs and bodies a little more with every drag.

I huffed and I puffed and I shuffled my way back up to my apartment thinking about Miss Biology Education Major Who Wants to Teach Middle School. Given her major, I thought about the fact that there is absolutely no way that she could NOT have an intimate and thorough understanding of why cigarette smoking is incredibly Dangerous and Deadly. To say nothing of the fact that she had to start smoking at some point too, so she's been through what I'm going though right now. So she must Get Off on the fact that she knows that what she's doing is incredibly Dangerous and Deadly…

That's right Baby. It's so deliciously ironic and thrilling to do the one thing that you know absolutely that you should NOT do. So go ahead. Do it.

I thought about her desire to shape young minds. I thought about how her breath and hair and clothes will shape young minds. I thought about how a glimpse into the contents of her purse might shape young minds. I thought about how chance encounters with her while she's indulging in a 100mm menthol cancer stick outside of school might shape young minds.

I pictured her making a trip to Veritas Scientific Supply and picking up a "Dangers of Smoking" poster, and tacking it up in a prominent spot on the wall of her classroom. Don't smoke. It's BAD for you.

Hot Pretty Benson and Hedges Smoking Biology Teacher. Deal with it kids.

I made my final trip to the laundry room to get my stuff and fortunately/unfortunately didn't run into her or anyone else.

After I put my laundry away and made my bed and straightened up my Virginia Slims reeking apartment, I decided that I was ready for some pampering, and to shop for some more fashionable "gift wrapping" for this body that I seem so throughly and suddenly bent on destroying slowly from the inside out.

First stop? Salon. For hair color. And definitely…piercings…


Kayla's Lungs, Part 10

January 12, late afternoon

I kept having this little mental video running over and over in the back of my head as I drove to the salon. I kept picturing an intricate network of gears and pulleys and belts and cams and rods all working and whirring together with incredible precision and efficiency. I imagined myself standing over the intricate machine, looking down at it and studying it carefully, and then deliberately and carefully dropping little clods of dirt into it. Each one would shatter and spray as it hit a moving part, causing the whole mechanism to momentarily shudder and vibrate violently. And then the grimy matter would spread from gear tooth to gear tooth, from pulley to belt, from cam to rod, and on and on, until the unnatural vibrations would dissipate and the foreign material would be distributed throughout the entire machine.

And then I'd do it again.

The salon was just a few doors down in the same strip mall as the grocery store where Kayla buys her cartons of Virginia Slims 120's. The neon sign above the front door read: "St. Samantha's Purgatorium for Wayward Girls." The window below it to the left of the front door had a smaller neon sign advertising their services: "Hair • Makeup • Piercings • Tattoos • Nails." The window to the right of the door was lit up with another neon sign – a full pair of red lips with a long white cigarette hanging from them. The tip glowed bright red with a fixed curl of smoke rising from it.

There were no curtains or blinds on the windows, and the interior was large and open, the periphery rimmed with cabinets and counter tops and large mirrors framed in heavy ornate gold frames facing big red leather overstuffed barber chairs. The ceiling was exposed pipe and duct work, and was painted white. The walls, counter tops, and counters were all black. Pools of warm light shone down from track lighting in the ceiling above each styling station, and recessed lighting above, below, and inside the glass front cabinets suffused the space with a faint seductive glow.

I turned off my car and was about to get out when I saw a very polished looking woman stand up from behind the front counter, slip on her long fitted leather coat and leather gloves, and begin to walk out the front door with something in her hand. Moments later, she was lighting up a long white cigarette and hauling a nasty batch of carcinogens deep into her sick little rotting lungs.

She was such a slim pretty girl, with long thick straight auburn hair flowing down her back, and a black silk headband tied off to one side wrangling her tresses at the temples. Her long silver chain earrings and light eyes sparkled in the neon glow, her pale skin contrasting sharply with the dark smoky swirl of makeup with which she'd done her eyes.

I watched her breasts fall slowly as a thick concentrated current of toxins flowed on and on from the glossy sheen of her dark poisoned lips into the still, cold night air. The garish neon lights behind her made the deadly cigarette smoke that she repeatedly invited deep into her chest vivid and bright in the darkness. I watched it swirl and float around her sexy silhouette as she lazily shifted her weight from one 4" heel to the other, occasionally taking a small meditative step or gentle pivot. She devoured her cigarette with one long drag and hard snap after another, and gave her cigarette and the rancid river of cancer and emphysema with which she was flooding her lungs her complete attention.

I watched her take one last long drag, pulling the coal all the way down to the filter. She yanked the fuming butt from her lips with her slim gloved fingers and did a huge French inhale as she began to crush her spent coffin nail out in the ashtray next to the door. She carefully tamped out the scattered hot coals for several seconds as she held the vaporous seeds of Death deep inside, taunting them to take root. Then she looked up at nothing in particular and just stood there for another thirty seconds or so with her pack and lighter in her hand at her side as she very, very slowly let jets of smoke flow out of her nose over and over again. When the carcinogens eventually stopped tickling her sinuses, she turned and went back inside.

No hesitation. No distractions. Just one woman. One urge. One release.

The windows were starting to fog, and of course I was getting very turned on, and of course I really wanted to smoke. And of course the fact that I really wanted to smoke got me even more hot and wet in the pants.

I thought about just starting the car back up and going home. But then I remembered why I came, and how excited I was to be doing what I was about to be doing. So instead, I took a few minutes to compose myself, and eventually screwed up the nerve to get out, go in, and meet the woman that I was just accidentally lusting over.

When I opened the door, I heard the writhing, twisted, perverse wails and instrumental grinding of The Dead Weather at a slightly higher than "background" level reverberating throughout the space. As I approached the front counter, I saw the auburn haired smoker sitting at her desk, looking up at me from behind a tall counter between two large vases of red roses. She was now wearing purple Ray-Ban Clubmaster eyeglasses, and as our eyes met, she smiled broadly at me with teeth the color of butter.

"Welcome to St. Samantha's! How can we help you tonight?"

She smelled of sweet, musky, floral perfume…and leather…and rich, toxic tar. I glanced down and saw her open pack of Virginia Slims Full Flavor 100's and fancy slim black and gold lighter sitting out in the middle of her desk. Not hidden in a drawer, or in her coat pocket, or in her purse, but just out in plain sight, where anyone could see them.

I must have "glanced" a little too long, because she noticed me looking at her cigarettes and lighter. Her expression was momentarily confused as she looked down at her Virginia Slims, but then she quickly looked back up at me and smiled playfully. "Do you want one?"

As the words slowly registered in my swimming little head like I was hearing them from someplace outside of my body, I actually thought I also heard her say "Oh yeah, I smoke. I love to smoke. I really enjoy smoking. I'm a girly girl who smokes girly cigarettes. I reek of tar. I taste like toxic waste. I'm destroying my lungs. I'm ruining my body. I'm killing myself. I couldn't possibly care less what you think. Deal with it."

"Oh…no thank you…it's just that my friend smokes something similar, and seeing your cigarettes there made me think of her."

"Oh…what does your friend smoke?"

"She smokes the 120's."

"I smoke those too sometimes! They're really fun and cool and feminine…and they last a really long time. Yummy! But I like to smoke these when I'm here, because even though they're shorter, they're stronger, so I get the same hit in less time…which means that I can actually take more smoke breaks!" She laughed and flashed the ominous patina of tar on her teeth again. "So, do you smoke?"

I felt myself drifting outside of my body again and heard myself say "Yes." I couldn't believe it; the answer had always been "No"…

"What kind of cigarettes do you smoke?"

"Uh…actually I haven't been smoking that long, and I've only tried one kind so far…Virginia Slims 120's…like my friend smokes."

"Oh, that's a great brand to start with! Either those or the Gold Pack 100's! But a big part of the fun of starting to smoke is getting to try different kinds of cigarettes. But there's no rush…" Another broad corrupted smile.

Once again on auto-pilot, I heard myself ask: "So how long have you been smoking?"

"Hmmm…let's see…WOW…about nine years now!"

Still completely in awe of the fact that I was having this particular conversation with another human being, I again heard myself ask: "And how much do you smoke?"

"About a pack-a-day I guess…" My Inner Geek shot up a quick calculation of a likely minimum of at least seven pack-years of lung damage lurking beneath the plunging neckline of her black dress. She tilted her head and shrugged. "I just really enjoy smoking…it feels really good and it makes me feel really sexy." A slight blush passed over her face and throat and chest and she cleared her throat. "Anyway…how can we help you tonight?"

"I'd like to get some piercings, and I was thinking about maybe doing something with my hair color…and I'd love some makeup advice…and I'd also really like to do something fun with my nails."

"Oh sure! What did you have in mind for piercings?"

"Both my ears…and my nose."

"Cool! No problem." Another carcinogenic grin.

"Why don't we have you meet with a hair stylist first, then a nail stylist, then a makeup artist, and finish up with the piercings?"

Four more of St. Samantha's minions. All glamorous fashionistas. All heavy-smoking, damaged, narcissistic Poster Girls for Self-Inflicted Lung Disease. And just like the auburn haired hostess, all kept their packs of cigarettes and lighters on proud display in their work areas, all of them smelled beautiful and expensive and toxic, and all of them loved to talk about how much they loved to smoke their cigarettes.

My hair stylist was a voluptuous Latina with 13 pack-years of Benson and Hedges Menthol 100's lung damage. My nail stylist was a lovely Russian woman with huge innocent eyes and 9 pack-years of Capri 120's lung damage. My makeup artist was a petite, gorgeous, hilarious Asian woman with 11 pack-years of More 120's lung damage. My piercing specialist was a tall, slim, husky-voiced blonde with very long legs in knee-high stripper boots and 17 pack-years of Virginia Slims Menthol 100's lung damage.

As each of them worked on me, I discretely let my eyes focus on their chests, which were frequently close to my face. They all loved to smoke their girly fashion cigarettes. They're all brown inside with girly tar. They're all sick inside with fashionable diseases. Just inches away. Just below the surface.

I breathed in deliberately and deeply through my nose every time one of them moved closer, or spoke or laughed towards my face. They were priceless human tar sponges all, and I filled myself again and again with the heady stench of their accumulated virulent chemical sins as it flowed from their filthy precancerous cores.

As I was sitting at the piercing station getting my third, and the second to my left earlobe about an inch above the first, I looked up to see the auburn haired hostess slipping back into her long fitted leather coat and gloves. There she was, heading outside again to deposit another 20 milligrams or so of brown mutagenic sludge throughout her bronchial tract. She looked back inside and began watching me through the window, and she kept her eyes on mine as she lit up.

She smiled and took her second drag, and just as she parted her shiny poisoned lips and snapped it deep down into her chest, the stripper boots blonde who was piercing me pulled the trigger on her piercing gun and sent the stud slamming through my ear. The dull ache began to radiate through the side of my head as the auburn haired hostess exhaled her load of concentrated air pollution out into the neon glow of the space between us.

"Which side of your nose did you want pierced again?" asked the 17 pack-years of menthol tar blonde as she prepped the gun with a fresh stud.

I pictured Exam Table Me from my dream. "The right side please."

The auburn haired hostess winked at me as she took another hungry jaded drag, and another thick heavy lungful of doom. The piercing gun sent the stud slamming through my nose. The Virginia Slims girl watching me from outside pantomimed pointing and firing a gun at the left side of her nose in a reflected exaggeration of what was happening to me. And as I began to tear up and my nose began to burn and throb, I watched her push filthy thick long jets of cancer gas out of her nostrils.

By the time I'd composed myself, touched up my makeup, and gathered all of the assorted hair care products, nail care products, and makeup I'd selected, the hostess was back at her desk, in her purple glasses, and freshly soiled and very stinky with Virginia Slims sludge. When she saw me, she jumped up and grabbed me by the shoulders. "WOW! You look FAN-TAST-IC!!!"

The smell of the hot wet toxic waste dump forming her words washed over my face and made me drip. "Gee…thanks."

She cheerfully rang up all of my purchases, and applied a generous multi-service discount. "That'll be $283.69 please, Hot Stuff."

I blushed and handed her my debit card. I couldn't wait to get back to the privacy of my apartment. I took my bags of self-indulgent narcissism and my new nails, hair, and face out into the cold dark night.

I decided to make one more stop before heading home. The grocery store where Kayla buys her cartons of Virginia Slims 120's.

There was a young guy working at the customer service counter when I walked up to it. He was helping an older lady with some kind of paperwork, but immediately looked up at me when he saw me coming and seemed very startled. At first I didn't know what was wrong…but then it dawned on me that he might be into me and maybe I made him nervous. That'd never really happened before.

As soon as he was free, he walked sheepishly over to where I was standing and stammered "C-c-can I help you?"

"I'd like a pack of Virginia Slims 100's – the ones with the red panel on the end."
